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> * — 
8 = 
= — — 
hk — — — 
—— —ͤ— 
— — — ——— 
8 — ꝑ ſ — — ͤ ́eà— 
——— —  —— — 
— —— — I R——_—— — 
— 
k — — — — 
* — — — — — — — — 
— — — ( — 


*%. 
* 
% » 
N % 
* 
> : 
4 
1 
— 
2 — 
22 — 
þ +4 — 
= * 
IL #1 
+4 oY 
g — > 4 
> +4 W 
> +4 2 
— 4 
> 44 
** 
{ 4 
ne 
+4 
þ 44 
= 
4 : 
4 
—_ 
53 
4 
3 
220 $ 
* + +4 
f — 
Lt — 2 
2 44 
Þ + 
— i 
22 
4 
7 - 
- 
þ 4 
_ 
> 
— 
: % 
— 
— 
— 
— 
— 
pv 
4 
4 
g — 
ly / hi 
* 
7 
a | : te 
— a . — F 
— —— — — N 
— 7 * * 5 N 
4 * 
2 0 . CA 8 N N k 
* 52 
* 4 of 


rin 
an 


— — pagina — 8 N 
Arme, Farhaecken Nulli. , wle, Aung S191 C 


— — _ = — — 
— = —J — — — 
— - - — — 
2 — — — — 
— 2 x 
— — = 
— —ↄ—äũ—dæn——ñ— — — 
— — — — —— 
— __ 
— — — 
— —— — 
— — — — — — 
— 
— 
— - 1 
— — — 
% \ : 
N -. 
s * 
eee 83 — HC_—_ 
5 - * of — ́‚aẽ k 
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St. Clement's Church. 


M DCC XX NV. | * 


T 0 the HONOURABLE 


Sir Rocrr Mosrrx, Bar: 


0 FT 
Moſyn-Hall i in Flintfoire 


ces of dis Nature, that Pane- 
= 1 Tick is fo much improv'd,, 
and that Dedication is grown 
more an Art than Poetry; that 
Authors, to make their Patrons more than 
Men, make themſelves leſs; and that Perſons 
of Honour are forc'd to decline patronizing. 
Wit, becauſe their Modeſty cannot bear the 
groſs Strokes of Adulation. 

But give me leave to ſay, Sir, that I am 
too young an Author to have learnt the Art 
of Flattery; and I hope, the ſame Modeſty 
which recommended this Play to the World, 

O. , oa A g wall. 


4 


will alſo reconcile my Addreſſes to Vou, of 


| dateneſs of a Senator, and the Mader Gaiety | 


Men, but your Self, are proud to -publiſh of 


ances to honour its Repreſentation; and to 


= ___ Geo, FARqunar, 


The DEDICATION. 


whom T-can fay nothing but what your Me- 


rits may warrant, and all that have the Ho- 


nour of your Acquaintance will be proud to 
vindicate. 

The greateſt Penegyrick upon you, SIR, 
is the unprejudic'd and bare Truth of Your | 
Character; the Fire of. Youth, with the Se- 


of a fine Exgliſb Gentleman, with the Noble 
Solidity of the Antient(Briton. 
This is the Character, S1R, which all 


You, and which more celebrated Pens than 
mine ſhould tranſmit to Poſterity. , 
The Play has had ſome Noble Appear- 


compleat the Succeſs, J have preſum'd to pre- 
fix ſo Noble a Name to uſher it into the 
V/orld. A ſtately Frontiſpiece is the Beauty 
of a Building. But here I muſt tranſverſe 
Ovid: 


 Aateria abel. Opus... ; 213000] 


T7 am, Honourable 81 R, 7 
Your moft Devoted, and 
Humble Servant, | be 


rr A. Eo 


P R E F AC E 


; N E - 
 þ.,, Wd affefted Modeſty is is, very walls” 
> greaieſt Vanity, and Authors 
case ſometimes prouder of their 
Bu ſbbes than-of the Praiſes that 
occahon'd them. I ſhan't therefore, like a 
fooliſh Virgin, fly to be purſu'd, and deny 
what I chiefly wiſh for. I am very willing to 
acknowledge the Beauties of this Play,  efpe- 
cially thoſe of the Third Night, which not 
to be proud of , were the beight of Im- 
pudence : who is aſbam'd to value himſelf upon 
ſuch Favours, ander palues thoſe who con- 
ferred them. | __ 

As I freely ſubmit 1 to the Criticiſms of the 
Judicious, ſo 1 cannot. call this an Il Play, 
ſince. the Town", has. allow'd it ſuch Suceefs. 
When they have pardon d my Faults, *twere 

very Il Manners. to condemn. their Indulgence. 
Some may think (my Acquaintance in Town 
being t00 ſlender io make a Party for the Play) 
that the , auch muſt be derip d from the pure 
5 r 


— 


2 l . a. ane. wt 
7 0 SOFTER 2 ro Wt, 


„ OLA en er bor 


* — 
* 
— — 2 — 


„ REA DE. R. 

Merits of the Cauſe. I am of anotber Opi- 
nion: I have not been long enough in Town to 
raife Enemies againſt me; and the Engliſh 
are ftill kind it» Strangers. I am below the 
Envy of great Wits, and above the Malice 
of little ones. I have not diſpleasd the Ladies, 
nor offended the Clergy , both which are now 
pleasd to ſay, that a Comedy may be divert. 
ing without Smut and Profaneneſs. 

Next to theſe Advantages, the Beauties of 
Aftion gave the greateſt Life to the Play ; of 
which the Town is ſo ſenſible, that all will 
join with me in Commendation of the Actors, 
und alſo (without detracting from the Merit of 
others) that the Theatre-Royal affords an Ex- 
cellent and Compleat Set of Comedians. Mr. 
Wilk*s Performance has ſet him ſo far above 
Competition in the Part of Wildair, that none 
can pretend to envy the Praiſe due to his Me- 
rit. That he made the Part, will appear 
from hence, that whenever the Stage has the 

Misfortune to loſe him, Sir Harry Wildair 
may go to the Jubilee. 


A great many quarrel at the Trip to the 


Jubilee for a Miſnomer: I muſt tell them, 
That perhaps there are greater Trips in the 
Play; and when I find that more exatt Plays 
have had better Succeſs, PII talk with the Cri- 
ticks abou? Decorums, &c. However, if I ever 
commit another Fault of this Nature, I' en- 
deavour to make it more Excuſable.. 


PROLOGUE. 


By a FRIEND. 


O K TS will ehink k ki hands their * 
A.. Wits, Cits, Beaux, and Women for their FURY. 
Our Spar#'s half dead to think what Medley's come, 
With blended Fudgments to pronounce his Doom. 


- 'Tis all falſe Fear; for, ina minghd Pit. | 
; 


Why, what your grave Don thinks but dully-writ, 
His Neighbour ith Great Wig may take | for Wit. 
4 Some Authors Court the Few, the Wiſe, if any; 
| Our Youth's content, i be can reach the Many: 
Who go with much-like Ends to Church and Play, 5 
Not to obſerve what Prieſts or Poets ſay, 
a No ! no! your Thoughts, lite theirs, fie quite another way, 
e The Ladies ſafe may ſmile : for here's no Slander, _ 
p Ne Smut, 0 Lewd ronged Beau;-no double Entendre.” + + 
Mis itrae; be ba A Spark juſt come from France \\ 2 


: But then fo far Hum Beau———awhby bo talks Senſe! © 
4 Like Coin oft carry d owt, bul-- ſeldum brought from thences 
e There's yet a Gang, to whom our Spark . 
r Your Elbow-ſhaking Fool, that lives By Wits, ' 3 
That's only Witty, t, juſt as l Bei, eee 2 0 
Whe Lion-like, through Bayliffs, ſcours ona 
Hunts, in the Face, a Dinner all the. Day: 
At Night, «with empty Bowels, Grumbles o the PLAY. 
And new the Modiſh Prentice he implores, -- | 
Who, with his Maſter's Caſh, ſtol n out of ion 
Employs it on a Brace of —— Honourable Whores: 
While tbein good Bulky Mather, _ ond * 
Bawd Regent o of the Bubble Galli. e 
* / Next 
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PROLOGUE. 
"Next, to our mounted Friends, aut Bumbly move, | £ 


"Who, all your Side-box Tricks, are much above, 
And never fail to pays un. with their Love. 
4h Friends! Poor Dorſet- Garden Houſe is gone: 
Our merry Meetings there are all undone. 
Quite laſt to us, ſure for fome ſtrange Miſdeeds, 
That ſtrong Dog Sarapſon's pull d it o er our Head ; 
Szaps Rope /ike Thread; but when his Fortune*s told him, 
He'll bear, perhaps, of Rope, will one Day hold him: 
Af leaſt, I hope, that our Good natur d Town, 
Will fd a Way to pull his Prices down. 

Well, that's all! New, Gentlemen, for the PLAY, 
Or ſecond Thoughts, Toe but two Wards to ſay; 
Such as it it, for your Delight, defien'd: 


Kear 1. eau, inc Jacke, and of pg as 25 | 


2 e RRP 


A New PROLOGUE. 


1 ANSWER. to my very Good Friend, M 

© Oldmixzonz who, having Two PLAYS Damned 
> tha Old Houſe, bed a Mind to curry Fa- 
— to have a Third Damn'd at the New, | 


18 bard the Auth of this PLAY in wir, | 
Sb ba Condumi' d, purely. for phaſing you > 
Gd with a Cine, «which you his Judges, n 

as only Wit, that be bat Pleas the Town. © 
ouch, n» POET"s Verſe, ey DOCTOR: Bills 
No Foe to B—— re, yet a Friend to Wills. 


Ne Reputation Stabb'd, by four Debate ; 


Nor had a Hand in Bankrupt Briſco's Fate: 
Aud, as an Eaſe to's Tender Conſcience, wows, 
He's none of thoſe that Broke the Fotber Houſe ; 


* 


PROLOGUE. 


I perfect Pity to their Wretched Cheer, 

Bectinfe his PLAY vas Bad: he brought it here. 

be dreadſul Sin of Murder cries aloud ; 

And ſure thoſe Poets nt er can bepe for Good, 

Who dipp d their Barb rous Pens in that poor * 5 
Blood. - 

*Tavas Malice all: No Malice like to Theirs, | 

Ts write God PLAYS, purpoſe to flarve the Players. © 

To Rarwve bys Wit, is ſtill the Poet's due: 1 


But, here are Men, whoſe Wit, is match' 4 by few "WY 

Their Wit both flarwes themſelves, and others too, © 

Our PLAYS are Farce, becauſe our Houle is Cam d 

Their PLAYS all Cad; "For what re thy re 

Dann |; 

Becauſe we eats pu, you call us Teh; ; 

Aud cauſe you pleaſe your ſelves, they call. you Fools, 

By their Gtod Nature, they are Wits true Blue 

And, Men of Breeding, by their Refpetts to you. 

To engage the Fair, all other Means bein o loft, 

They fright the Boxes with Ola Shakeſpear s GHOST : 

The Ladies of fuch Spectres /oould take. heed; 

For, was the DEVIL did raiſe the Ghoſt indeed. 

Their Cafe is hard, that ſuch Deſpair can ſhrwz 7 

Wey we diſablig d all Powers Above, they know 3 b 

And now muſt bave Recourſe to Powers Belo. 

Let Shakeſpear then lie ſtill, Ghoſts ds no "goods, © 

The Fair. are better r pleas'd with Fleſh and Blood: 

What ist to them, to mind the Antient's Taſte? , 

But, ads able. and Tn in Haſte. | 
Runs off. 


"* > vw . 
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| Dramatis Per 0 bus *. 


"vs 


„ MEN. 


Sir Barry, An Aly Ges- Ei 
tleman affecting humorous Gaie- ene x 
ty, and Freedom, in his Behaviour. 0 : 
> Fea; A Mithanded, Colonel, 
B » Te, r. — 
FVizard, Outwardly Pious, a | 
wiſe a gen Debauchee and Vil oF Milt... 
lanous. * 
Smuggler, An old Merchant. Mr. Jane. 
Clincher, A pert Landon Prentice * a 
turn'd Beau, and er Tra- Mr. Pim. 


vel. N — 


OO the — e 
Dicky, His Man. "Mr. Norris. | 
Tom. Errand, A Porter. _ Mrs Hale, | 


Lurewell, A Lady ofa Jilting Tem-? +. hy 
per proceeding from a Reſent- Mrs. 
ment of her Wrongs from Men. 9 
Lady Darling, An old Lady, Mo- 

ther to — hy P N Fu. Þ TY 
Angelica, A Woman of Honour. Mrs. Rogers. 
Parley, Maid to Lureauell. Mrs. Moor. 


Conſtable, Mob, Porter's Wife, Servants, &c. 
.: SCENE, LONDON. , 
THE 


2 


rer . _. aa amt oc 
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CoxsrANT CovurLE. 


an U 
ACT. 1. 
cuerretecretesterette terer 4 


SCENE. The Park. ; 
Dute vnd with « Lene Serum alli : 
FIZARD. „„ 


SPNGELICA fend it i back m 
day you? 
IP. Servant. 5 3k Sir, 
T Viz. The Pride of theſe virtuous Wo. 
men is more unſufferable, than the Im- 
— y of P roſtitutes——Afier all my Eu ee, 
to ſlight me thus! N. 
Serv. She ſaid, Sir, That imagining your Morals ſin- 
dere, ſhe gave you Acceſs to her Converſation; but that 
your late Behaviour in her Company has convinc'd her 
B that 


1222 I RD — 
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- that your Love and Religion are both Hypocriſy, and 
chat ſhe: believes your Letter like your ſelf, . the 
dea, foul within; ſo ſent it back unopen'd. A 

Vis. May Obſtinacy guard her Beauty till Wrinlcle 
bury it; then may Deſire prevail to make her curſe that 

untimely Pride her diſappointed Age repents 'I 

e reveng d the very firſt Opportunity Saw you the 
old Lady Darling, her Mother ? 

Serv. Yes, Sir, and ſhe was pleas'd to ſay much in i 
your Commendation _ 

Viz. That's my Cue——An Eſteem grafied in old 
Age is hardly rooted-put. Years ſtiffen their Opinions 
with their Bodies, and old Zeal is only to be cozen d by 
young Hypocriſy——Run to the Lady LurewelPs, and 
know of her Maid, whether her Ladyſhip will be at 

home this Evening; her * is ſufficient Cure for 
Angelica's Scorn. [Exit Servant. 


(Viz. pulls out a Book, reads and walks about. ) 


. — 
P — Kk ö — — — Is ůů— - — 
— ia — , | 


* 


1 — 
A —_ Ine 1 — 2328 
„4% oo wm 
— —— — A a — 


— ; 
— 8 bed : 
— — — 
R ẽmu—— . .. „ 


\f Enter Smuggler. 


Wl | thi Ay, there's a Pattern for the young Men o'th' ! 
bl Times, at his. Meditation ſo early; ſome Book of pious f 
[| Ejaculations, I'm ſure. 

Viz. This Hobbs is an excellent Fellow! (afide.) O 
Uncle Smuggler ! to find you at this End o'th' Town il : 


1 - is a Miracle. 18 
{ Smug. I have ſeen a Miracle this Morning indeed, 
I | Couſin Fizard.  -—- Dus, Te | 


Viz. What was it, pray Sir? | | 
Smug. A Man at his Devotion 10 near the ar 
3 I'm very glad Boy, that you keep your Sanctity un- 
6 | tainted in this infectious Place; the very Air of this 
i Park is heatheniſh, and every Man 5 Breath J meet, 

4 ſcents of Atheiſm. 

if - Viz. Surely, Sir, ſome great Concern muſt bung You 
1 r Bad ofthe TW} . 


. 


12. 


* 


4 Tripto the IuIII EE. 2196 5 


he Smug: A very unſanRified Concern, Led Couſin. 

% Viz. What is't? | 

les Snug. A Law-ſuit, Boy——Shall I tell] you ——My 
u ed Fer Te, Now a autre Rope of 

, en with Port nes: Now the impudent 
is 2 Tide. alter has ihe dle Fabe to'affirm, *tis Ferch Wh 
in Spd"; Caſks, and has indicted me upon the The 
———O Conſcience, Conſcience! theſe Tide-waiters 
and Surveyors Plague us more with their French Wines, 
than the War did with the French  Privateeri——Ay, 
there? 8 uhother" Plague of the Nation 1 0 * 


a, Colonel Standard. 
A red Coat and Feather. _ 3 1 
Viz. Col. Standard, Tm your bumble Servant; 
| | Stand. May be not, Sir, 1 
7. Viz. Why fo? 4 | £4000 A 
Stand. Becauſe—.—Tm diſbanded. | tt 
Pix. How? broke! 4 weft ein oh 


Stand. This very Morning, in Bid. Past ij bray 
h Regiment, A thouſand Men, that look'd like Lions Ve- 
us ſterday, were ſcatter'd, and look'd as poor and limple as 
the Herd of Deer that gras'd beſide 'em. | 
O Smug. Tal, al, deral (Singing) I'll have a Bonfire this 
n Night as high as the Monument, 4 
Stand. A Bonfire! thou dry, wither'd ill Nature; 
d, had not theſe brave Fellows Swords defended you, your 
a Houſe had been a Bonfire eer this about your ban 
Did we not venture our Lives, Sir? © 


— Smug. And did we not pay for your Lives, Sir EW) 
venture your Lives! I'm ſure we ventur'd our Money, 
is and that's Life and Saul to eren wel nnn 
t, you no longer. 


Stand. Then your Wives ſhall, old Ate: There are 
u five and thirty ſtrapping Officers od this dee, (0 
lire upon free Quarters in the City. 

Nau O Lord! O Lord! 1 ſhall have 0 Son vii 


4 

* 
. 

, 
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theſe nine Months born with nn nn 
ir, you are—— 
Stand. What, Sir? Ke 
dung. Sir, I fay you 2e 
Stand. What, Sir? 
Sang. Diſbanded, Sir, that's . —1 fe 3 
yer yonder. [Exit. 
Viz. Sir, I'm very ſorry for your Misfortune. | 
Stand. Why ſo? I don't come to borrow Money of 
you; if you're my Friend, meet me this Evening at the 
Rummer, I'll pay my Way, drink a Health to my King, 
Proſperity to my Country, and away for 2 ** 
morrow Morning. 
Fiz. What! you won't leave us? 
Stand. What! a Soldier ſtay here ! to look like an 
old Pair of Colours in Veſiminſter-Hall, ragged and ru- 
ity! No, no——1I met Yeſterday a broken Lieutenant; 
"he was aſham'd to own that he wanted a Dinner, but 
dogg d Eighteen · pence of me to buy. new Sheath, for 
his Sword. 
Fiz. O, but you have good F riends, Colonel ! 
- Stand. O, very good Friends! my *** s a Lord, 
and my elder Brother a Beau. 
Viz. But your Country may a want your Sword 
again. 
| * N ay, for that Matter, let bar a ſingle Drum 
beat up for Volunteers between Luagate and Charing. 
Croſi, and I ſhall undoubtedly hear it at the Walls of 
Buda. 
Viz. Come, come, Colonel, there are ways. of ma- 
king your Fortune at Home Make your Addreſſes 
to the Fair, you're a Man of Honour and Courage. 
Stand. Ay, my Courage is like to do me wondrous 
Service with the Fair; This pretty croſs Cut over my 
Eye will attract a Dutcheſs I warrant twill be a 


_ Grace to my OI? I us'd the Strata- 
gem 


4 


es 


à Trip io the JUBILEE. 17 
gem of a certain Brother Colonel of 1 1 * ur 
ceed. 5 

Viz. What was it, pray? 

Stand. Why, to fave his pretty Pace for the Women, 
he always turn'd his Back upon the nn 
was a Man of Honour ſor the Ladies. 

Vix. Come, come, the Loves of Mars and Venus will 
never fail, you muſt get a Miftreſs. 

$:and. Prichee, no more on't——You have awaken 
a Thought, ſrom which, and the Kingdom, I wou'd 
have ſtoln away at 070 he plain, L have! a 


Miſtreſs. Men 1 ell” $5 
Viz. And ſhe's cruel. I 6 
Stand. No. 5 'y 
Viz. Her Parents prevent your Happineſs ? OD 
Stand. Nor that. „ 


Vix. Then ſhe has no Fortune? 
Stand. A large one, Beauty to tempt all Mankind, | 
and Virtue to beat off their Aſſaults. O YVizard! ſuch 
Creature !—Hey dey! Who the Devil have we here? 

Viz. The Joy of the Play-houſe, and Lite ofthe Park. 
[Enter Sir Harry Wildair, crofſes the Stage finging, with 
Footmen after him.) Sir Harry We newly come 
from Paris. | 

Stand. Sir Harry Wildair ! Didi — he make a on 
paign in Flanders ome three or four Years ago? ob 
| Stand, Why, he behav'd himſelf very bravely. 

Viz. Why not? Doſt think Bravery and Spitz are 
inconfiſtent? He's a Gentleman of moſt happy Circum- 
ſtances, born to a plenciful Eftate, has had a genzeel and 
eaſy Education, free from the Rigidneſs of Teachers, 
and Pedantry of Schools. His florid Conftitytion being 
never ruffled by Misfortune, nor ſtinted- in its Pleaſures, 
has render'd him entertaining to others, and eaſy to hig 
el. Tuning all Paſſion into Gaiety of Humour: by 

B 3 which 
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which he chuſes rather to rejoice his Friends, than be 
hated by any; as you ſhall ſee. 


Enter Wildair. 
" Wila. Ha! Vieard! 

-- Fiz.” Sir Harry! | 
Mili. Who thought to find you out of the Rubrick fo 

long? I thought thy Hypoeriſy had been wedded to a 

Pulpit-Cuſhion long ago Sir, if I miſtake not your 
Face, your Names is Standard. 5 
Stand. Sir Harry, Tm your humble Servant. 

VNV Come, Gentlemen, the News, the News o'th 
bee for I'm juſt arriv'd. 

Viz. Why, in the City- end o'th* Town we're playing 
the Knave to get Eſtates. 

Stand. And in the Court-end, playing the Foot 1 in 
ſpending em. 

Wild. Juſt ſo in Paris; Pm glad were grown ſo Modiſb. 
Vix. We are all fo reſorm'd, chat Gallantry i is taken 
Gor I” 

Stand. And Hyprocrify for Religion. 

Will. Alamode de Paris agen. 
Fiz. Not one Whore between Ludgate and Aldgate. 
Stand. But ten times more Cuckolds than ever. 

Vix. Nothing like an Oath in the City. 

Stand. That's a Miſtake; for my Major ſwore a * 
dred and fifty laſt Night, to a Merchant's Wife in * 
Bed- chamber. 

Wild. Piſhaw, this is trifling ; tell me News! Gentle 
men. What Lord has lately broke his Fortune at the 
Groom-Porters? or his Heart at New-Market, for the Loſs 
of a Race? What Wife has been lately fuing in Doctor: 
Comma for Alimony® or, What Dau ghter run away 
with her Father's Vaſe}? What Beau gave the nobleſt 
Ball at the Bath, or had the fineſt Coach in the N I 
want News, Gentlemen, 

. hw Sir, theſe are no New at «= 
© A. ri 
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Viz. But pray, Sir Harry, IT ana, 


Travels. 

Wild. With all my Heart Vou maſt know then, 
I went over to Amferdam in a Dutch Ship; I there had 
a Dutch Whore for five Stivers: I went ſrom thence to 
Landen, where I was heartily drub'd in the Battle with 
the But-end of a Swiſi-Muſket. I thence went to Paris, 
where I had half a dozen Intrigues, bought half a dozen 
new Suits, fought a _ of Duels, and here I am 
again in fatu quo. 

Malene 


Tour of ay; what brought you back fo ſoon ? 


Mild. That which brought you into the World, and 
may, perhaps, carry you out of it; a Woman. 

Stand. What! Quit the — of Travel for a 
Woman! 

Wild. Ay, Colonel, for ſuch « Woman! 1 had rather 
ſee her Rue/l, than the Palace of Lewis le Grand: There's 
more Glory in her Smile, than in the Jubilee at Rome, 
and I would rather kiſs her Hand than the Pope s Toe. 

Vi. You, Colonel, have been very laviſh in the Beau- 
ty and Virtue of your Miſtreſs, and Sir Harry here has 
been no leſs eloquent in the Praiſe of his: Now will I 
lay you both ten Guineas a- piece, that neither of them 
is ſo pretty, ſo witty, or ſo 0 as mine. 

Stand. Tis done. 

Wild. I'll double the FORE SRC WY Gentlemen, 
now I think on't, How ſhall: we be refolv'd? For 1 
know not where my: Mifireſi may be found ; ſhe leſt Pa- 
ris about a Manth before me, and I had an Account 

Stand. How, Sir! Left Paris about a Month before you! 

Wild. Ay! But. F know not Where, and jos, 
may*nt ſind her this Fortnight. ere 

Stand, Her Name, pray, Sir Harry. 1 
Vix. Ay, ay Her Name:? Perhaps we know her. | 
Wild. Her Name! Ay,—She has the ſofteſt, whiteſt 
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Hand, that ever was made of Fleſh ne Nog: her IP 
ſo balmy ſweet. 
Stand. But her Name, Sir? 
" Wild. Then her Neck and Breaſt Her Breaſts 
do ſo heave, ſo heave. [Singing.] 
Vix. But her Name, Sir, her Quality? 
, - Wild. Then her Shape, Colonel. 
Stand. But her name I want, Sir? 
Mild. Then her Eyes, Vixard. 
Stand. P'ſhaw, Sir Harry, her Name, or nothing 2. 
Wild. Then if you muſt have it, ſhe's call'd the La. 
dy———But then her Foot, Gentlemen, ſhe dances to 
a Miracle. Vizard, you have certainly loſt your Wager. 
Viz. Why you have loſt your Senſes; we ſhall never 
diſcover the Picture unleſs you ſubſcribe the Name. 
Wild. Then her Name is Lurewell, | 
Stand. SDeath, My Miſtreſ. ¶Alde. 
Fiz. My Miſtreſ, by Fupiter.. LAlade. 
Wild. Do you know her, Gentlemen? 
Stand. J have ſeen her, Sir. 
Wild. Cank tell where the lodges? Tell me, Wear 
Colonel. | 
Stand. Your humble Servant, Sir. [Exit Stand. 
Wild. Nay, hold, Colonel, Ill follow you, and will 
know. G Num out. 
Viz. The Lady Aout his Mifreſs! He loves her. 
But ſhe loves me——But he's a Baronet, and I plain 
Vizard ; he has a Coach and Six, and I walk on foot; I 
was bred in London, and he in Pari That very 
Circumſtance has murder'd me Then ſome Stra- 
tagem muſt be laid to divert his Pretenſions. 
. », Re-enter Wildair. ; 
Wild. Prithee, Dick, what makes the Colonel fo out 
of Humour? 
Viz. Becauſe he's out of Pay, I fuppoſe. 
Wild. S'life that's true; 1 was beginning to miſtruſt 
ſome Rivalſhip in the Cafe, Viz 
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Viz. Ang ſuppoſe there were, nn 
can fight, Sir Harry, 

mild. Fight! P ſhaw, but he can't dance, ha! We 
contend for a Woman, Yizard! S'life Man, if Ladies q 
were to be. gain'd by Sword and Piſtol only, what the 
Devil ſhould all the Beaux do? © 

Vix. Il try him farther [ 4fde.] But wou'd not you 
| Sir Harry, fight for this Woman you ſo admire? 

Wild. Fight! Let me conſider. I love her, that's 
true but then I love honeſt Sir Harry Mildair better. 
The Lady Lyrewell is  divinely charming——right— 
but then a Thruſt i'th* Guts, or a Middtyex-Tury, is as 
ugly as the Devil. 

Viz. Ay, Sir Harry! Twere a dangerous Caſt for a 

Beau Baronet to be tried by à parcel of greaſy, gram- 
bling, bartering Boobies, who wou'd hang you _ 
becauſe you're a Gentleman. 
Wild. Ay! But on tother Hand, I have Meary &- 
nough to bribe the Rogues with: So, upon mature Deli- 
beration, I wou'd fight for her But no more of her, 
Prithee, Yizard, can't you recommend a Friend to a 
pretty Miftre/s by the by, till I can find my own? You 
have ſtore I'm ſure; you cunning poaching Dogs make 
ſurer Game than we th Open and fair. Fra 
now, good Jixard. 

Viz. Let me conſider a litle————Now Love 2 
Revenge inſpire my Politiclss. [ Aide. 

 [Pauſes, whillt Sir Harry walks Singing. 

Wild. Pihaw ! Thou' rt as long a ſtudying for a new 
Miſtreſs, as a Drawer is piercing a new Ts 

Viz. I deſign a new Pipe for you, and wheliame 
Wine; you'll therefore bear a little Expectation. x 

Wild. Hal Say'ſt thou, dear Kizard? | 

Fiz. A Gil of ſixteen, Sir Harry... p 
Wild. Now ſixteen thouſand Bleſings light on thee. - 

Viz. Pretty and witty. 
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Wild. Ay, ay! But her Name, Vixard ? 
Fiz. Her Name! Yes—ſhe has the ſofteſt whiteſt 

Hand that ever was made of Fleſh and Blood, her Lips 

* balmy ſweeet. | 
Wild. Well, well! But where ſhall I find her, Man? 
Viz. Find her——But then her Foot, Sir Harry : 

She dances to a Miracle. A 
Wild. Prithee don't diſtract me. 
Vix. Well then! Vou muſt know, that this Lady i 1s 

the Curioſity and Ambition of the Town; her Name's 

Axgelica. She that paſſes for her Mother is a private 

Bawd, and call'd the Lady Darling: She goes for a Ba- 

ronet's Lady (no Dilparagernent to your Honour, Six 

Harry) I aſſure you. | 

Wild. P'ſhaw, hang my Honour ; But what Street 
What Houſe 2. | 

Vix. Not fo faſt, Sir Herod) you muſt AY my Paſs- 
Port for your Admittance, and you'll find my Recom- 
mendation, in a Line or two, will procure you very ei- 
vil Entertainment; I ſuppoſe twenty or thirty Pieces, 
| handſomely plac'd, will gain the Point; T'll enſure her 
Sound. | 
Fila. Thou deareft Friend to a Man in Nesetkty- 
Here, Sirrah, order my Coach about” to St. Fames's, Pl 
* CO the Park. £6 * his Servant. 


— 


Enter Clincher Senior. he 


Clinch. Here, Sirrah, order my Coach about . to St. 
Fame? s, I'll walk a-croſs the Park too——Mr. Vi- 
' zard, your moſt devoted Sir, [to Mildair.] 1 ad- 
mire the Mode of your Shoulder-knot ; methinks it hangs 
very emphatically, and carries an Air of Travel in it; 
your Sword-knot too is moiſt ornamentally Modi iſ, and 
bears a Foreign Mein. Gentlemen, my Brother is juſt 
arriv'd in Town, fo that being upon the Wing to kiſs 
his Hands, I hope you'll pardon this abrupt oy” 


U 
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of, Gentlemen, your moſt devoted, and moſt 8 
humble Servant. 
˖ Wild. Prithee, doſt know him? J 
; Viz. Know him ! Why 'tis Clincher, who was Ap. 
prentice to my Uncle Smuggler, the Merchant in the 
? {Wciy. 
£ 2 What makes him ſo gay? 
Viz. Why, he's in Mourning for his Father ; the kind 
old Man in Hertford/bire t' other Day broke his Neck a 
is WW Fox-Hunting ; the Son, upon the News, has broke his 
; {Windentures, whipp'd from behind the Counter into the 
te ide-Box, forſwears Merchandize, where he muſt live by 
Cheating; and uſurps Gentility, where he may die by 
ir Raking. He keeps his Coach, and Liveries, Brace of 
_ WGehings, Leaſo of Miftreſſes, talks of nothing but Wines, 
et, Intrigues, Plays, Faſhions, and going to the Fubilee. 
| Wild. Ha, ha, ha ! How many Pound of Pulvil muſt 
fs- che Fellow uſe in ſweetning himſelf from the Smell of 
m- Hops and Tobacco. Faugh I'my Conſcience me- 


ci- {Wthought like O/ivia's Lover he ſtunk of Thames-Street. 

es, But now for Angelica, That's her Name: we'll to. the 

her Princeſs's Chocolate Houſe, where you ſhall write my 
Paſsport. Alons. UA. 
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- SCENE,. Lady Lunwell's Liu. 


Vi ls Lurewell, and ber Maid Parly. 


ad- WLire-Jy 4b, my Pocket-Book——let me ſee Ma · 
ngs ell. 1 arid, Venice, Paris, London—— Ah, London ! * 
They may talk what they will of the hot Countries, but 

find Love moſt. fruitful under this Climate In a 2 
Month's, ſpace have arg me 2 883 pe 

olonel Cs . 
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Par. And how will your Ladyſhip manage | him? 
Lure. As all Soldiers "ſhould be manag'd';. he ſhall 
ſerve me till I gain my Ends, then I disband him. 

Par. But he loves you, Madam. 

Lure. Therefore I ſcorn him; I hate all chat don't 
love me, and flight all that do: Would his whole. de- 
luding Sex admir'd me, thus would J ſlight them all. 
My virgin and unwary Innocence was wrong'd by faith- 
leſs Man; but now glance Eyes, plot Brain, diſſemble 
Face, lie Tongue, and be a ſecond Ewe to tempt, ſe- 
duce, and damn the treacherous Kind Let me ſur- 
vey my Captives————The Colonel leads the Van. 
Next Mr. Vixard, he courts me out of the Practice of 
Pieg, therefore is a Hypocrite: Then Clincher he 
adores me with Orangery, and is conſequently. a Fool: 
Then my old Merchant, Alderman Smuggler, he is a 
Compound of both Out of which Medley of Lovers, 
if I don't make good Diverſion -What dye 
think, Parhy. 

Par. I think, Madam, I'm like to be very virtuous 
in your Service, if-you teach me all thoſe” Tricks that 
you uſe to your Lovers. 

Lure. You're a Fool, Child ; obſerve this, that tho: a 
Woman ſwear, forſwear, lie, diſſemble, back-bite, be 
proud; vain, malicious, any thing, if. ſhe ſecures. the 
main Chance, ſhe's till Virtuous, that's a Maxim. 

Par. I can't be perſuaded tho, Madam, but ma you 
really lov d Sir Harry Millain in Paus r 

Lure. Of all the Lovers I ever had, he was my 
greateſt Plague, for I could never make him uneaſy ; 
J left him involy'd in a Duel upon my Account, 1 E 
to know whether the Fop be kill d or a” 

O Lord, no ſooner talk of Killing, but the Soldier i 
conjur'd up ; you're upon hand Duty, Colonel, to ſerve 
wy Va your Country, 7 n . 
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Stand. The latter, I muſt confeſs, is the harder; for 
in War, Madam, we can be reliev'd in our Duty : But, 
in Love; who wou'd take our Poſt is our Enemy: Emu- 
lation in Glory is W but Rivals here into- 
lerable. | 

Lure. Thoſe that bear away the Prize in the Field, 
ſhould boaſt the ſame Succeſs in the Bed-chamber ; and, 
I think, confidering the Weakneſs of our Sex, we ſhou'd 
make thoſe our GEE who can be our Cham- 
pions. : 

Stand. I once, Madam, hop'd the Hott of de- 
fending you from all Injuries, through a Title to your 
Lovely Perſon ; but now my Love muſt attend my 
Fortune. This Commiſſion, Madam, was my Paſs; port - 
to the Fair; adding a Nobleneſs to my Paſſion, it 
ſtampt a Value on my Love; twas once the Life of 
Honour, but now its Hearſe; and, with it, mult my 
Love be bury'?d. - 8 

Parl. What ! Di ſanded, Colonel ? 
dus Stand. Ves, Mrs. Parly. 
hat Parl. Faugh, the nauſeous Fellow, he ſtinks of Po- 

verty already. 6 Ale. 
02 Lure. His Misfortune troubles me, *cauſe it may 
be prevent my Deſigns. LAiide. 
the Sand. I'Il chuſe, Madam, rather to deftroy my Paſ- 

fon by Abſence Abroad, than have it farv'd at 
you Home: 7 

Lare. Tm ſorry, Sir, vou have ſo mean an Opinion 
of my Affection, as to imagine it founded upon your 
Fortune. And to convince you of your Miſtake, here 
[ vow, by all that's ſacred, I own the ſame Affection 
now as before. Let it ſuffice, my Fortune 1 is conſt. 
derable. 

Stand. No, Madam, no; I'll never be a Charge to 


ber I love: The Man that {ell himſelf for Gold is the. 
worſt of Proftitutes. 


2 Lure. 


| 
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Laure, Now were he neee but a Man, 
I could love him. I Ale. 
Stand. This only laſt Requeſt I fake, that no Title 
recommend a Fool, Office introduce a Knave, nor a 
Coat a Coward, to my Place in your Affections; ſo fare- 
well my Country, and adieu my Love. [Exit. 

Lure. Now the Devil take thee for being ſo-honour- 
able: Here, Parly, call him back; I ſhall loſe half my 
Diverſion elle. Now for-a Trial of Skill. [ Re-enter Co- 
lonel.] Sir, I hope you'll pardon my Curiolity 3 When 
do you take your Journey? 

r Szand. To-morrow Morning, early, Madam, 
Lure. So ſuddenly ! which way are you ae 
travel ? | 

Stand. That I can't yet reſolve on. 

Lure. Pray Sir, tell me; Pray Sir, I intreat 1 
why are you obſtinate? __ _, 

Stand. Why are you fo curious, Madam? 

Lure. Becauſe : 

Stand. What ? 

Lure. Becauſe, I, I — — 

Stand. Becauſe! What, Madam: Pray tell me. 
Lure. Becauſe I deſign to follow you. [ Ching. 
Stand. Follow me! by all that's great! I ne er was 

proud before ; but Love from ſuch a Creature might 
ſwell the Vanity of the proudeſt Prince. Follow me 
By Heavens thou ſhalt not. What ! expoſe thee to the 
Hazards of a Camp Rather I'll ſtay, and here 
bear the Contempt of Fools, and worſt of Fortune. 

Lure. We need not, ſhall not; my Eſtate for both is 
ſufficient. 

Stand. Thy Eftate ! no, III turn a Knave, and pur- 
chaſe one my ſelf! I'll cringe to that proud Man I un- 
dermine, and fawn on him that I would bite to Death : 
I'll tip my Tongue with Flattery, and ſmooth my Face 
with Smiles; I'll turn Pimp, Informer, Office-broker, 

nay 
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nay Coward, to be great; and lacrifice it all to thee, 
my generous Fair. 

Lures And T'll diſſemble, his, ſwear, zi, any Thing 
but P11 reward: thy haves and OS thy nere 
Paſſion. 13. 

Stand. Sir Harry, Ha, ha, ha, Poor Sir Harry ; Ha, 
ha, ha, Rather kiſs her Hand than the Pope's Toe, Ha, 
ha, ha. 

Lure, What Sir Harry? Colonel, What Sir —_—_ 

Stand. Sir Harry Wildatr, Madam— 

Lure. What! Is he come over? SY 

Stand. Ay, and he told me but I bon. believe 
a Syllable on't. [ - 2 

Lure. What did he tell r 

Stand. Only calbd you his Mifre/s, and * 
to be extravagant in your Commendation, would vainly 
inſinuate the Praiſe of his own Judgment and good __—_ 
tune in a Choice——— _. 

Lure. How eaſily is the Vanity of Hops tickled by 
our Sex! 

Stand. Why, your Sex is the Vanity of Fops. 

Lure. O' my Conſcience, I believe ſo. This Gen- 
tleman, becauſe he danc'd well, I pitch'd on for a 
Partner at a Ball at Paris, and ever fince he has ſo per- 
ſecuted me with Letters,, Songs, Dances, Serenading, 
F 3 Foppery, and Noiſe, that I was fore d to fly 

e nd I warrant you he 10 "A 
Jealous, + | 

Stand. Faith, Madam, a lte ks 8 | 

Lure. You ſhall have a plentiful Revenge, Tu ſend 
him back all his. fooliſh Letters, Songs and Verſes; and 
you. your ſelf ſhall carry em; *twill afford you Oppor- 
tunity of triumphing, and free me from his farther 
Impertinence ; for of all Men, he's my Averſion. I'll 
run and fetch them inſtantly. 

Stand. Dear Madam, a rare Project. How ſhall I 
C 2 bait 


28 The .ConsTant Covpis © Or, 
bait him, like Acteon with his own Dogs Well, Mrs. 
Parly, tis order'd by Act of Parliament, Fay "ou re- 
ceive no more Pieces, Mrs. P. 

Parl. Tis provided, by the ſame Ad, that you lend 
no more Meſſages by me, good Colonel; you mult not 
Pretend to ſend 1 more Ae anteſs you can pay 
the Poſtage. | 

Stand. Come, come! don't be mercenary, take Ex- 
ample by your Lady, be honourable. 

Parl. Alack a day, Sir, it ſhews as ridiculous and 
haughty for us to imitate our Betters in their Honour, 
as in their Finery ; leave Honour to Nobility that can 
ſupport it : We poor Folks, Colonel, have no Pretence 
tot: and truly, I think, Sir, that your Honour ſhould 
be caſhier'd with your Leading-Staff. 

Stand. Tis one of the greateſt Curſes of rare. to 
be the Jeſt of Chamber-maids. | 

Enter Lurewell. | 

Lare. Here's the Packet, Colonel, RY wikdle es 
zine of Love's Artillery. [Give him the Packet. 

Stand. Which, fince T have gain'd, I will turn upon 
the Enemy. Madam, I'Il bring you the News of my 
Victory this end r Si ary : Ha, ha, ha, 

(Exit. 
Lure. To the Right about, as an were: March, Co- 
Nee "ww ha, ha. 


Vain Man, ry 1 i g AY and 2 ; = 
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Nature, in us, your diepeſt Art beguiles, p 
Stamping deep Cunning in our Frowns ard Stiles. 


You toil for Art, your Intellefis ou trace; 
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ACT II. 
SCEN E Clincher Junior's Lodgings. 


Enter Clincher * a Letter, Servant flowing: 
Ch INC HE R—Reads, 


Will fee you preſently. 1 hove ſent this 
Lad to wait on you, he can inſtruct you 
in the Faſhions of the Town. Tau; 
affectionate Brother, 


Ver well ; and what's your Nane, Sir? 

Dick. My Name 1s rh 

Clin. Dicky! | 

Dick. Ay, Dicky, Sir, | 

Clin. Very well; a pretty Name And whatean you 
do, Mr. Dicky? s? 

Dick, Why, Sir, J can powder a Wig, and fich * 
a Whore. 

Clin. O Lord! O Lord! a Whore ! Why are there 
many Whores in this Town? 

Dick. Ha, ha, ha, many Whores there's a Queſtion, 
indeed; why, Sir, there are above five hundred Surgeons- 
in Town—Harkee, Sir, do you ſee that Woman there 
in the Velvet Scarf, and Red Knots © 

Clin. Ay, Sir . What then ? * 


C. 3 | Dicks 
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Dick. Why ſhe ſhall. be at wow Service in three Mi- 
nutes, as I'm a Pimp. 

Cui. O Jupiter Ammon ! why ſhe's a Giedaaim. 

Dick. A Gentlewoman | {why ſo are all the Whores 
in Town, bare © 
| Enter Clincher Hagen, 

Clin. ſen. Brother, you're welcome to London. 

Clin. jun. I thought Brother, you ow'd ſo much to 
the Memory of my Yager, as to wear Mowing for 
his Death. 

Clin. ſen. Why ſo I do, Fool ; I wear this 101 
have the Eſtate, and you wear that, becauſe you have 
not the Eſtate. You have Cauſe to mourn indeed, 


Brother. Well, Brother, Pm glad to ſee you, fare you 


well.  [ Going, 

Clin Jun. Stay, ſtay, Brother ; ; where are ya going ? 

Clin. ſen. How natural tis for a Country Booby to aſk 
impertinent Queſtions. re Sir; 3 Is not my Father 
dead? | 

Clin. jun. Ay, ay, to my Sorrow. 

Clin. ſen. No Matter ſor that, he is dead. And am 
not I a young powder'd extravagant Engliſb Heir ? 
Clin. jun. Very right, Sir. 

Clin. ſen. Why then, Sir, you may be ſure that Lam 
going to the Jubilee, Sir. 1 

Clin. jun. Fubilee ! What's chat? | 

Clin. Ms Jubilee. / Why the n * aith I 
don't know what it is. 

Dick. Why the Fubilee i is the a Thing with our 
Lord Mayor's-Day in the City; there will be Pagearts, 
and Squibbs, and Rary-Shoews, and all that, Sir. 
Clin jun. And muſt you go ſo ſoon, Brother? 

Clin. ſen. Ves, Sir, for I muſt ſtay a Month in An- 
fterdam, to ſtudy Poetry. 

Clin. jun. Then, I — Brother, you travel hay 
Muſcovy to learn Faſhions. Don't you, Brother ? 


— 
Cl 


Clin. 
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li- Clin. ſen. Brother! Prithee Robin, don't el me 
Brother; Sir, will do every jot as well. 
m. Clin. jun. O. Jupiter Au Why ſo? * 
res Chin. ſen. Becauſe People will imagine that you have 
| a Spight at me But, have you ſeen your Couſin 
Angelica yet, and her Mother, the Lady Darling? 
Clin. jun. No: My Dancing-Maſter has not been with 
to me yet. How ſhall I falute them, Brother 
for Clin. ſen. P'ſhaw, that's eaſy ; tis only two Scrapes, 
| a Kiſs, and Your humble Servant: I'll tell you more 
when I come from the Jubilee. Come along. 
R [Exeunt. 
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Wild. L* K E Light and Heat incorporate aue lay 2 
We Try the Night, and curſt the coming Day. 

Well, if this Paper-kite flies ſure, I'm ſecure of my 
I Game——Humph ! the prittieſt Bordel T have ſeen 4 
h 1 i very ſtately genteel one ¶ Footmen croſi the Stage.) H 

day ! Equipage too! Now for a Bawd by the Cs, 
our and a Whore with a Coat of Arm. Death, Im 
ts, afraid Pve miſtaken the Houſe. | 


| de Loh Dullng: 
an-. No; this muſt be the Bawd by her Bulk. 
Darl. Your Buſineſs, pray Sir > ? 

ugh Wild. Pleaſure, Madam. | 


thn. A : | Darl. 


am 
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Darl. Then, Sir, you have no Buſineſs here. 

F/ild. This Letter, Madam, will inform you e 
Mr. Vixard ſent it, with his "DE. eons bo your 
Ladyſhip. ee 

Dar. Hoes does my Couſin, Sir i th 

Wild. Ay, her Couſin too, that's right Procurcs 


Dart Reads, Madam 


E Inclination to — 
Sir Harry —— Madam 
Court my Couſin Gentleman 
Fortune —— Your Lady- 
Shif's moſt Humble Servant, 

1 Vizard. 


Sir, your Fortune and Quality are ſufficient to recom- 
mend you any where, but what goes farther with me, 
is the Recommendation of ſo ſober. a young Gentleman 
as my Couſin Yizard. 

Wild. A Right San&ify'd Bawd on my Word. 

Darl. Sir Harry, your Converſation with Mr. Vixard 
argues you a Gentleman, free from the looſe and 
vicious Carriage of the Town.; TIl therefore call my 
Daughter. 

Wild. Now go thy way for an  iNoftrious Baud 
of Babylon —— She dreſſes up a Sin ſo religiouſly, 
that the Devil would hardly know it of his Mak- 


in g 


Ne. ener Darling with 3 


Darl. Pray Daughter uſe him * ſuch Matches 
won't offer every -Day. © [Extt. 
Wild. O all ye * of Love! An Angel! Death, 
What Money have I got in my Pocket ?. I. can't. offer 


her leſs than twenty Guineag——and, by Fupiter, he's 
_ a hundred. 
hy Angel. 
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Angel. Tis he | The very ſame! And his Perſon a- 
greeable as his Character, of good Humour Pray 
* WHeav'n his Silence proceed from Reſpect. 

Wild. How innocent ſhe looks? How wou d that Mo- 
deſty adorn Virtue, when it makes even Vice look ſo 
charming By Heav'n, there is ſuch a commanding 
Innocence in her Looks, that I dare not aſk the Queſtion. 

Angel. Now all the Charms of real Love and feign'd 
Indifference aſſiſt me to engage his Heart, for mine is 
— Moſt already. 

2 Wild. Madam I. I——Zoons, I cannot ſpeak to 
a her —— But ſhe's a Whore, and I will Madam, in 
ſhort, I, I,———O Hypocriſy, e et . a 
charming Sin art thou? 
Angel. He is caught; How to de my Conqueſt— 
I thought, Sir, you had Buſineſs to-impart. 5 
Wild. Buſineſs to impart! How nicely ſhe words it! 
Ves, Maidam, don't: Jeu, dont you love nn 
Madam? 

_ Angel. That's san 1 odd Queſtion for a Lone Ye; Sir. 

Wild. Why then, Madam, here is a Neſt of the pret- 
rd tieſt Goldfinches that ever chirpt in a Cage; en 
und young ones, J aſſure you, Madam. 5 
my Angel. Twenty young ones? What then, Sir? 

Mild. Why then, Madam, there 1 
ones—8 life, I think twenty is pretty fuir. 8 
Angel. He's mad ſure Sir Harry, when you have 
learn d more Wit and Manners, you ſhall be welcome 
here again. [ Exit. 

Wild. Wit and Manners |= Gad, now I conceive 


hes ere is a great deal of Wit and Manners in twenty Gui- 

. neas I'm ſure tis all the Vit and Manners J have 

th, about me at preſent. What ſhall I do? | 
Enter Clincher junior, and Dicky. 


What the Devil's here? another Couſin I warrant ye! 
Harkee, Sir, Can you lend me ten or twenty Guineas 
inſtantly, 


— 
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inſtantly, I'll pay you fifteen for them in three Hours 
upon my Honour. 

Clin. jun. Theſe London Sparks are plaguy 7 
This Fellow, by his Wig and n can be no leſs 
. a Courtier.. 

Dick. He's rather a Courtier by his AER: 

Clin. jun. Faith, Wr. 1 0 not above five Guineas 
about me. 

Wild. What Buſineſs have you here thin, Sir ? For, 
to my Knowledge, twenty won't be ſufficient. 

Clin. jun. Sufficient ! for what, Sir? 
Mild. What, Sir? Why, for that, Sir; What the 
Devil ſhould it be; Sir? I know your Sultans, Os 
ſtanding all your Gravity, Sir. 

Clin. jun. My Buſineſs! Why my Couſin Eves hate. 

Wild. I know your. Couſin does live there, and Vi. 
zard's Couſin, and my Coufin, and every Body's Cou- 
fin.——Harkee, Sir, I ſhall return immediately, and i 
you offer to Touch her till I come back, I ſhall cut your 
Throat, Raſcal. _ 7-777 

Clin. Why the Man's mad fare ? f 283 

Discl. Mad, Sir? Ay, he's a Beau. 

Clin. A Beau! What's that? Are all Madmen Beaux? 


Dick. No, Sir! But moſt Beaux are Madmen. But 
now for your Couſin; remember your Three —_ 

Now and your humble Servant. 

an nen as into the. Aue 
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E nter Wildar; ; Conus 2 


tand 80 IR een Sir Mien . 
Wild. I'm in haſte, Colonel: Beſides, if 
you're in no better Humour than when I parted with 
you in the Park this Morning, your PREY 
de very agreeable. 
Stand. You're a happy Man Sir Harry, who are ne- 
er out of Humour : Can nothing move your Gn, Sir 


-OU- arry? . L 
ad i Mild. Noching but Impoſubilities, which are the ame 
„our as nothing. y 
it, Stand. What Impoſſibilities? 


Wild. The Reſurrection of my Father to diſinherit 
e, or an AQ of Parliament againſt wenching. A Man 
f eight thouſand Pound per Aunum to be vext! No, no; 
inger and Spleen are Companions for younger Brothers. 
S:and. Suppoſe one call'd you Son of a Whore on 
your Back, 

Mild. Why then wou'd I call him Raſcal behind . 
ack, and ſo we're even. by IA 
Stand. But ſuppoſe you had loſt a ; Miſtreſs. 

Wild. Why then wou'd I get another. 

Stand. But ſuppoſe you were diſcarded by the Woman 
you love; that wou'd ſurely trouble you. | 
Mild. You're miſtaken, Colonel; my Love is neither 
omantically honourable, nor meanly mercenary, tis 

ly a Pitch of Gratitude; while ſhe loves me, I love 
der; when ſhe deſiſts the Obligation's void. Pa 
„ : | Y Stand. ü 


, 
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Stand. But to be miſtaken in your Opinion, Sir, if 
the Lady. Lurewel! (only. ſuppoſe it) had diſcarded you 
I ſay, only ſuppoſe. it——and had ſent your Diſcharge 

me. 
we P'ſhaw that's another Impoſlibility. 

Stand. Are you ſure of that? 

Wild. Why *twere a Soleciſm in Nature; we're Fin- 
ger and Thumb, Sir! She dances with me, ſings with 
me, plays with me, ſwears with me, lies with 2 me. 

Stand, How, Sir? © | 

Wild; I mean in an honourable way that is, 2 lies 
for me. In ſhort; we are as like one unscher 66 a "Cov 
ple of Guineas. 

Stand. Now that I have rais 4 you to >the higheſt Pin- 
nacle of Vanity, will I give you ſo mortifying a Fall, as 
ſhall daſh your Hopes to Pieces pray your Ho- 
nour to peruſe theſe Papers. [Gives him the Packet 

Mild. What is't, - the Maſter-Rolt-of your Regiment, 
Colonel? 

Stand. No, no; 'tis a Liſt of your Forces in your 
laſt Love Campaign: and, for your Comfort, all diſ- 
banded. 

Wild. Fiche, _ metaphorical Colonel, What d'ye 
monn?-*-- 

Stand. Read, Sir, read; theſe are the Hel, Leaves 
that will unſold your Deſtiny. 

Mill. So it be not a falſe Deed, to cheat n 
Eſtate, what care [opening the Pacguet] Humph ! 
my hand! To the Lady Luresvuell What Devil haſt 
thou been tampering with to conjure up theſe Spirits ? 

Stand. A certain Familiar of your Acquaintance, Sir. 

Wild. [Reading)- Madam, my Paſſion——ſo 
natural your Beauty 'contending———Porce of 
Charms Mankind Eternal Admirer Wildair ! 1 
never was aſham'd of my Name'before. © 


Stand. What, Sir Harry Wildair out of Humour? Ha, 
4 ha, 


* 
- o — w_ 
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7 . more Glory in her Smile, than. 
n "the - by ome, ha, ha, ha ; but then her Foot, 
Sir Harry,. ue to a Miracle]! ha, ba, ha; Fy, Sir 
arry, a Man of your, Parts write Letters! not worth keep- 5 
ing! what ſay ſt thou, my dear Knight Errant? Ha, ha, 
ha; you may g0 ſeek Adventures now indeec. 
Let her wander, C 


Fin. Wild. Sings— 
with I $S:2nd. You are jilted to ſome Tune, Sir, blown up 
ith falſe Muſick, that's all. ; 


! 
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Wild. Nov why ſhould I de ine is a 
Voman? Since Inconſtaney and Falſhood are grounded 

n their Natures, how can they help it? 1 1 
Stand. Then they muſt be grounded in your Nature: 3 


Pin- Mor you and ſhe are Finger and Thumb, Sir. 

U, as Mild. Here's a Copy of Verſes too: I muſt turn poet | 
Ho. Wn the Devil's N ame——+Stay——$'death, What's here? | 
cher, his is her Hand——Oh the charming Character! My 


lear Wildair, [reading] That's 1-— this. huff bluff | 
olonel——+hat's; he—————is the rareſt Fool in Nature 
the evil be is! And as ſuch have I us'd him | 
with all my heart, faith——1 had no better way of let- | 
ing you know that I lodge in Pall Mall, near the Holy 
mb Colonel, Pm your humble Servant. 
Stand. Hold, Gin. you ſhan't go yet; 4 ha'nt delis - 1 
gerd half my Meſſage. j 27 225 
Wild. Upon my Faith but you have, Colonel. © 
fm Stand? Well, well, own your __—_ out with it; 1 
nb! now : 7 4 ſk, 2 
[ agb and L at one — 1.4 
Sir. 4d. 415 with all my Heart; H. ha. Well, wh 
L hat's all forc'd, Sir Harry. 


e of Ml *. 1 was never beer plea in all ay. Lak 1 
Eq fupiter. 


Stand, Well, Sir n. tis Prodetcs to hide your 
Ha, Huncern, when there's no help fort:. But to be 
ha, | D | ſerious 
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ſetious now, the Lady has ſent you back all your Pa- 
pen Cher was Juſt” as not to look upon 
em. 

Mill. I am glad on't, Sir; for there were ſome 
Things that I would not have you ſee, 

Stand. All this ſhe has done for my fake; and I de- 
fire you would decline any farther Pretenſions for your 
own fake. So- honeſt, good natur'd Sir Harry, I'm 
your humble Servant. [Exit. 

_ Willd. Ha, ha, ha, poor Colonel l- O the De- 

light of an ingenious Miſtreſt. What a Lit and Briſk- 
neſs it adds to an Amour, like the Loves of mighty 
Fove, till ſuing in different Shapes. A Legerdemain 
Miſtreſs, who, preſto, paſs, and ſhe vaniſh'd ; then Hey, 
in an inſtant, in your Arms again. | | 0oing. 


Enter Vizard. 

Viz. Well met, Sir ory 3 ; What News from the 
Iſland of Love? 

mill. Faith we made but a broken va by your 
Cart; but now I am bound for another Port : J told 
you the Colonel was my Rival. | 

Viz. The Colonel! Curs'd Misfortune! another l Aſide, 

Mild. But the civileſt in the World; he brought me 
Word where my Mifreſ lodges ; the _— s too long to 
tell you now, for I muſt fly. 2 

Viz. What! Have you given over all 6 r of 
Angelica 7 

Wild. No, no; I'II think of her ſome other Time. 
But now for the Lady Lurewell ; Wit and Beauty calls. 


That Miſtreſi nt er can pall ber Lover's Foy, 
Whoſe Wit can whet, whent'er her Beauty cloys. 
Her little amorous Frauds all Truths excel; | 
And make us happy, being deceid d fo well. Exit. 


Viz 
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Mi Nix. el The Colonel my Rival too! How ſhall' 


I manage? There is but one way him and the 
be Knight will J ſet a tilting, where one: cuts t'other's 
Throat, and the Survivor's hang'd: So there will be 
* two Rivals pretty decently diſpos'd of: Since Honour: 
* may oblige them to play the Fool, Why ſhould not No- 
BE ceſſity engage me to play the Knave? LExis. 


7 


G( wn = > ©. LAG | £500 2 1 * 8 
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8 0 E N x. LurewelPs Lodging 


8 and Parly.. 


Lure. H AS my Servant brought me-the Money from 
my Merchant? © 

Parl. No, Madam: He met Alderman Smupgler at 
Charing-Croſi, who has promis'd to wait on A himſelf 
immediately,. 

Lure. Tis odd, that this old ike ſhou'd pretend 
to love me, and at the ſame Time cheat me of my Mo- 
ney. 

Parl. "Tis well, "Madam, if he don't cheat You of 
your Eſtate ; for you ſay, the Writings are in his Hands. 

Lure. But what Satisfaction can I get of him?” 

Enter Smuggler. 
Mr. Alderman, your Servant: Have vou brought me. 
any Money, Sir? 

Smug. Faith, Madam, trading i is very dead; 3 
with paying the Taxes, raiſing the Cuſtoms, Loſſes at 
dea Abroad, and maintaining our Wives at Home, the 
Bank is reduc'd very low. 

Lure. Come, come, Si A - theſe 8 won't ſerve 
,, © your Turn; I muſt have Money, 8ir—1 hope you 
Vs I don't deſign to cheat mem. 


E xit. 


D 2 Smug. 
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Smug. Cheat) you, Madam, I have been an honeſt 
Citizen theſe five and thirty Vear! | 

Lure. An honeſt Citizen ! bear Witneſs, Pash 1 
ſhall trap him in more Lies preſently— Denne, Sir, 
tho Tm a Woman, J can take a Courſe. _ © 
© Smag. What - Courle, © Madam, You'll go. to Law, 

will ye? I can maintain a Suit of Law, be it right or 
wrong, theſe forty Years, I'm ſure of that, thanks to 
the honeſt Practice of the Courts, 

Lure. Sir, I'll blaſt your Reputation, and fo ruin Four 
Credit. 

Smug. Blaſt my Reputation! He, he, bet Why 
Tm a religious Man, Madam, I have been very in- 
ſtrumental in the Reformation of Manners. Ruin my 
Credit! Ah, poor Woman: : There is but one way, 
Madam. Vou have à ſweet leering Eye. 

Lure. You inſtrumental in the Reformation! How ? 

Sung. I wwhipt all the Whores, Cut and Long-Tail, out 
' of the. Pariſh,——Ah that leering Eye! ,Then'1 woted 
Vor pulling down the. P eee that Ogle, 


b 1 —7— * * 57 — 4A 
N e un pious Example 
that Lip, that Lip. 


Lure. Here's a religious Rogue for you now.|——As 
I hope to be fav'd, I have a gon ling to boat. the. old 
Monſter. 

Smug. Madam, T have brought you Abe hundred 
and fifty Guineas (a yr deal of _ as Times 89) 
and—— | 

Lure. Come, give it me. 

 Smug. Ah, that Hand, that Hand: chat pretty ſoft, 
_ White— I have brought it, you ſee: But the Con- 
dition of the Obligation is ſuch, that whereas that leer- 
ing Eye, that pouting Lip, that pretty ſoft Hand, that 
you underſtand me, you onderttangy Tm ſure you 


do; you little Rogue — 
_ 2m” Here's a * now, 1 ſ covetous, "that he 
h p won't 
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el won't Wench upon his own Coſt, but would bribe me 
| with my own Money. I will be revenge d Upon mx 

Word, Mr: Alderman, you make me Blaſhz What @ye 


mean, pray ? il $4 515 1 7! 
Smugg. See here, Madam, [Puts a Piece of Meng i in 
„., Mouth] buſs and Guinea, buſs and Guinea, buſs and 

Guinea. 
7 Lure. Well, Mr. Alderman, you have fi uch — x 
yellow Teeth, and vs Gums, that 1 will, Ha, ha, 
ut WY ha, ha. 
" Smug. Will you, indeed? ? He, he; — wy" little Co- - 
det; and when, and where, and how ? | 
Lure. Twill be a difficult Point, Sir, to Hom both 


ao our Honours, you muſt therefore be diſguis d, Mr. A. 
Ys derman. 

2 Smug. Paw! No Matter, I'm an old Fornicator, - 

7% rat half ſo religious as I ſeem to be. Vou little 


Rogue, why I'm dilguis'd as 1 am; our e is all 
gle, Outſide and Hypocri/y. | 
Lure. No Man is ſeen to come into this Houſe after * 

Night fall; you muſt therefore ſneak in, when tis dark, 
in Woman's Cloaths. 

Smug. 1, gad ſo, cod ſo !] have a Suit a Purpoſe, , 
my little Coquet, I love to be diſguis d; I cod I mad 
very handſome Woman, I cod I do. 


| Fitter Servant, whiſpers Lurewell. 


Lire. Oh! Mr: Alderman, ſhall I beg you to-wall : 
into next Room, here are ſome Stangers coming up. 
r Daly and Guinea firſt, ah my little Coquet. 


or 


oh AE Enter Wildair. 
Wild. * Life, my Scul, my all that n - 
give. © 


Lave: Diath' Li << with. thee; la e Bus 
to diu. 
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Welcome, RET n et (ph got my 
Directions. $39 

Wild. Directions 10 the moſt channing Kanver ; 
on dear Matchiavel of Intrigue. 5 

Lure. Still briſe and airy J find, Sir Horry." 

Wild. The Sight of you, Madam, Exahes WT Air, 100 
makes Joy lighten in my Face. 


" Lure. I have a thouſand Queſtions to ak our Sir 


Harry, How do you like Fance? 

Wild. 4b! eſt le plus beau pais du monde. 

Lure. Then what made you leave it ſo ſoon? 

Wild. Madam, Vous Voyez' qui je wous ſay partout. 

Lure. O Monfieur, je vous ſuis bk obligee——But 
where s the Court now? 

Wild. At Marli, Madam. 

Lure, And where my Count Le Vaher ! 

Wild. His Body's in the Church of No nn I 
don't know where his Soul is. 

Lure. What Diſeaſe did he die of? _ 

Mild. A Duel, Madam, 1 N 

Lure. How d'ye mean? | 

Wild. As Auf Doctors * 1 killa . 7 

Lure. En Cavalier, my dear Knight-Errant, well; ; 
And how? And how? What Intrigues, n Gal. 
lantries are carrying on in the Beau Monde ? 

Wild. I ſhould aſk you that Queſtion, Md fince 
your * makes the Beau Monde wherever mm 
come. 

Ha Ah! Sir Gear I've been almoſt win'd, pe- 
ſterd to Death here by the inceſſant Attacks of a 


mighty Colonel, he has beſieg d me as cloſe as our 


Army did Namur. id 
Mill. I hope your Ladyſhip did not ſurrenderitho?. 
Lure. No, no; but was forc'd to capitulate : . But 


I! fince you are come to-raiſe the Siege, re e 


ling, and . 


Will. 
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7 mill. And love, and eee * 
Chambre. 


, Lure. Attanat, þ 90" en 3 temember, 
Sir Harry, you promis d me in (Ra Hover to I an * 
impertinent Queſtion again. | 
d Wild. P'ſhaw, Madam, that was b two Months 
ago; beſides, Madam, Treaties made in France are 
ir never kept. 
Lure. Wor'd you marry me, Sir Harry? OM 
Wild. Oh! Le Marriage W une Grande male——but 
I will marry you. - 
Lure. 'Your Word, GD a fa 
zut Gentleman will forfeit his Honour in Dealings of Bu- 
ſineſs, we may reaſonably ſuſpect his Fidelity in an 
Amour. | 
ili. My Honour in Dealings of Buſineſs ! Why, 
1 Madam, I never had any Buſineſs in all my Liſe. 
| Lure. Yes, Sir Harry, I have heard a very odd Story, 
and am ſorry, that a Gentleman of your Figure, ſhould 
undergo the Scandal. x 

Wild. Out with it, Madam. * 

Lure. Why the Merchant, Sir, that tranſmitted your 
Bills of Exchange to you an France, A Za 4 m 
indirect and diſhonourable Dealings. ; 

Wild. Who, old-Smpgg/er! + 

Lare. Ay, ay: you know him, I find. 

Mild. J have no leſs than Reaſon, I think; why the 
Rogue has cheated me of above five hundred Pound 
within theſe three Vears. 1 

Lure. Tis your Buſineſs then, to acquit your aal 
publickly, for he ſpreads the Scandal every where. 

Wild. Acquit my ſelf publicly lere ,Sirtah, 
97 my Coach, III drive inftantly into the City, and and 
But the old Villain round the Royal Exchange ; he ſhall run 
and WW the Gantlet through a thouland | En Ne and 
. 1 eee 0 | 

ilds : Lure 
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Lure. Why he is in the Houſe now, Sir. 

Wild. What, in this Houſe? 

| Lure. Ay, in the next Room. 

Wild; Then, Sirrah, lend me your Cudgel. 01 

Lure. Sir Harry, you won t mi a Diſturbance in 
my Houſe?  _ 

Mild. Diſturbance, Madam, . no no; rl beat him 
with the Temper of a, Philoſopher ; here, Mrs. Parh, 
ſhew me the Gentleman, [Exit with Parly. 
Lure. Now ſhall I get the old Monſter well beaten, 
and Sir Harry peſter'd next Term with. Bloodſheds; 
Batteries, Coſts and Damages, Sollicitors and Attornies; 
and if they don't teize him out t of his good Humour, 
III never plot again. | (Babe. 


SCENE Changes to another Room in the. 
* HO U'S 4. 


Enter Smu 3 


* This damn'd Tide-waiter! A Ship and Cargo 
worth five thouſand Pound ! fre tis richly 
worth. five bundred Perjuries. Et 
Emer Wildair. | 

| Wild. Dear Mr. Alderman, I'm your moſt devoted 
and humble Servant. 

Smug. My beſt Friend,” Sir Harry, you! re welcome 
to England. 

Walt I'll aſſure you, Sir, bn Aa Man in the 
King s Dominions I'm gladder to meet. 

Smug. O Lord, Sir, you Traveller have the moſt 
obliging ways with you. 

Wild. There is a PEE Mr, Armen; fall'n out, 


— | which 
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which you may oblige me infinitely — am 
very ſorry that I'm fore'd to be troubleſome ; F but Ne- 
ceſlity, Mr. Alderman. : | ' 

- Omug. Ay, Sir, as you fay, Nd upon 
my Word, Sir, Tm w ſhort of” "Money at preſent ; ; 
but S 

Mill. That's not the Ma tter, Sir, Im above an Ob- 
ligation that way 3 but the Buſineſs is, Tm reduc'd to 
an indiſpenſible Neceſſity of being oblig'd to you for a 
Beating——Here, take this Cudgel. 

Smug. A Beating, Sir Harry! Ha, ha, ha, I beat a 
Knight NE | an Mldermas turn Cudgel- -Player 3 Ha, 
ha, ha. Shes * 

Wild. Un my Word, Sir,” you muſt beat me, or 
T'll cudgel you; take your Choice, © | 

Smug. Pſhaw, p'ſhaw, you Teſt. | 

Wild. Nay, tis as ſure as Fate; ſo, Alderman, I hops 
you'll pardon my Curiolity. 

Smug. Coariolty | ney take ou. 8 fi , 
| What d'ye mean? * 7 2 


n n n. Tm SP in Teſt. Sir. 1 
rr nh. IuK- 1 


Smug. O, I can take any Thing in Jeſt ; but a Man 
might imagine by the Smartneſs of the Stroke, that you 
roo Ml vere in downright Earneſt, _ 
bly WY Vila. Not in the leaſt, Sis Lola Hin) 20-inch 
leaſt, indeed, Sir.. 
Smugs. Pray, good Sir, no more of your Jeſts, for 
oted tey are the blunteſt Jeſts that I ever knew. | ' -;; - 
Wild: '(ferikes ) 1 A beg your Pardon with all 
ome my Heart, Sir. 
Smug: Pardon, Sir well Sir, "that | is Satisfaction 
the enough from a Gentleman; but ſeriouſly now, if you 
h mdf: t Jeſs ares e 
moſt angry. 
Wild. 1 humbly beg your Permiſ®on to break one r 
out, ¶ two more [/riking him. 
hy | Smug. 
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 Smug. O Lord, Sir, you'll break my Bones: Are you 
Mad, Sir ? Mander, Felony, Manſlaughter. 

| IuWild. #nocks Bim down, 

Wild. Sir, I bow you ten thouſand Pardons 3 but 
am abſolutely compell'd tot upon my Honour, Sir; no 
thing can be more averſe to my Inclinations, than to 
jeſt with my honeſt, dear, loving obliging Friend, the 
Alderman. | 

| [Striking him all this while, Smuggler tumbli 
over and over, and ſhakes out his Pocket- Book on 
| the Flor ; Lurewell enters, tales it up. 
" Lure. The old Rogue's Pocket-Book, this may be 
of uſe. [ Hade.] O Lord, Sir . murdering the 
Poor old Man 2 

Smug. O dear Madam, I was besten in Jeſt, *till Fam 
murder'd in good Earneſt. 

Lure. Well, well! I'll bring you off Senior: Frapex, 
Frapex. 3 

Smug. O ihe Charity's ale, Madam, Reſeus * 
Citizen. 

Lure. O you barbarous Man I Hold; hold; Faber 
plus rudement + Frapez. I wonder you are not afham'd, 
[Holding Wild.] A poor reverend honeſt Elder 
[Helps Smug. up.) It makes me weep to fee him in 
this Condition, poor Man ! Now the Devil take you, 
Sir Harry for not beating him harder. Well, my 
Dear, you ſhall come at Night, and PH make you 
amends. 2 
! : Smug. I will have Aden beford I m. the Place: 
Sir: How durſt you uſe me thus? | 

Wild. Sir? [Here Sir Harry takes Snuff. 

* Sir, I ſay, I will have Satisfaction. 


Mild. With all my Heart. [Throws Snuff in his Eyes. 
Smug. O Murder, Blindneſs, . Fire: O Madam, Ma- 


ay on ſome Water, Water, Fire, Fire, Water: 


[Exit with Lure well. 
Wil 


, hg 
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Mild. How pleaſant is reſenting an Injury without 
Paffion ? Tis the Beauty of ae 


Let Statefnen Plot, and under Buſtneſi groan; 3 

And ſettling Publick Quiet, bfe their on. 
Let Soldiers drudge and fight for Pay or . ; 
For, when they're Shot, I think tis much the ſame. 


Let Scholars wvex their Brains with Mood and Tenſe. 2 


— W © 


And, mad with Strength of Reaſon, Fools commence ; 
Ui their Wits in ſearching after Senſe ; + 
Vein Summum Bonum they muſt toil to gain; WR, 
And, ſeeking Pleaſure, ſpend their Life in Pain, 
1 make the moſt of Life, no Hour miſdend'; 
v Pleaſure's the Means, and Phaſure is my End. 
No Spleen, no Trouble ſhall my Time deſtroy. 
Life's but a Span; Til ev'ry Inch enjoy. (Exit. 
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ACT. 1. i 
; N SCE NE, The Siren. 1314 


kus Standard" and Vial, 


STANDARD. 


Bring him Word where ſhe lodg'd ! I the 

SYS civileſt Rival in the World! 'tis impoſſi 
ble. 
my Vix. I ſhall urge it no b hn Sir ; 1 


ZH Weng only thought, Sir, that my Character in 
Ne World might add Authority to my Words, without 
ſo many Repetitions. 

Stand. Pardon me, Dear Yizar4— Our Belief ſtrug- 
gles hard, before ir eit be broaght TEA ns to the Diſ⸗ 
advantage of what we love; tis 821 an Abuſe to 


our Judgment, that it makes the Fact 2 our Choice 3 6 
our own Failing...” But What ſaid Sir 38557 = 
' Fiz. He pitied the poor a 80 0 Colonel, laugh'd yd 
heartily, flew away with\all the Raptures of a Bride 2, 
goon, repeating theſe Lines : - h 
4 Miftreſs ne er can pall her Lover's Toys, eser 
OW Wit can whet whent' er her Beauty cloys. — a 

0 


Stand- "A Mi iftreſs ne er can pall! By all my Wrong Yu 
he whores her! And I'm made their Property. Venge- fou 
; 3 ance 


a Trip tothe JuBILEe. 49 


ance! Yizard, you muſt carry a Note from me to Sir 
Harry. 

Viz. What a Challenge! I gps you don't deſign to 
Sand. What! wear the Lies of my King, wy 
pocket an Affront! *twere an Abuſe to His Sacred Maje- 
ty ; a Soldier's Sword, Vixard, ſhou'd ſtart of it ſelf ta 
redreſs its Maſter's Wrong. 

Viz. However, Sir, I think it not proper for me to 
carry any ſuch Menge between Friends. 


Viz. There's Tom Errand, the Porter that plies at the 
Blue Pofts, who knows Sir Harry and his Haunts very 
ell; you may ſend a Note by him, 

Stand. Here, you Friend. wo 

Viz. I have now ſome Buſineſs, . and muſt take my 
Leave, I would adviſe you nevertheleſs againſt this Af- 
air. 

Stand. No whiſpering now, nor r telling of Friends to 
revent us. He that diſappoints a Man of an honourable 


alue him as a Friend. 
Viz. Nay, the Devil take him that parts you, ſay J. 
[ Exit. 
Enter Porter running. 8 
Err. Did your Honour call a Porter? 
Stand. Is your Name Tom Errand ! 
0 Err. People call me ſo, an't like your Worſfip 
Sand. D'ye know Sir Harry Wildair ? 
Err. Ay, very well, Sir! He's one of my Maſters ; 
any a round Half Crown have I had of his Worſhip : 
e's newly come home from France, Sir. 
Stand. Go to, the next Coffze-Houſe, and wait for me. 
) Woman, Woman, how bleſt is Man, when favour'd 
ng your Smiles? and how accurſt, when all theſe Smiley 


noe found but wanton Baits, to ſooth us to Deſtruction? 
nce E | Thus 


Stand. | have ne'er a Servant here. What ſhall I do ? 


Revenge, may love him fooliſhly like a Wife, but never 
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Thus our chief Joys, wwith baſe Allays, are curſt. 
And our beft Things, when once corrupted, worſt. ¶ Exit 


Enter Wildair, and Clincher Senior followings 

Clin. ſen. Sir, Sir, Sir, having ſome Buſineſs of Im. 
Portance to communicate to you, I would beg your At 
tention to a trifling Affair that I would impart to you. 

Wild. What is your trifling Buſineſs of Importance, 
pray ſweet Sir ? 

Clin. ſen. Pray Sir, Are the Roads deep between thi 
and Paris. 

Wild. Why that Queſtion, Sir ? 

Clin. ſen. Becauſe, I deſign to go to the Fabilee, Sir 
J underſtand that you are a Traveller, Sir; there is 2 
Air of Travel in the Tie of your Cravat, Sir, there j 
indeed, Sir ſuppoſe, Sir, you bought this Lace in 
Flanders. 

Mild. No, Sir, this Lace was made in Norway. 

Clin. ſen. Norway, Sir ! 

Wild. Yes Sir, of the Shavings of Deal Boards. 


Clin. ſen, That's very ſtrange now, Faith Laa ,; 
made of the Shavings of Deal- Boards; I Gad, Sir, ya 
Travellers ſee very ſtrange Things Abroad, very inen ca 
dible Things abroad, indeed. Well, I'll have a Crawl ;;, 
of that very ſame Lace before I come home. M 
Wild. But, Sir, what Preparations have you made ur 
your Journey ? 1 
Clin. ſen. A Caſe of Pocket: Piſtols for the Bravo' my 
and a Swimming - Girdle. * 
Wild. Why theſe, Sir? ] 
Clin. ſen. O Lord, Sir, Pl! tell you Suppoſe us il . « 
Rome now; away goes I to ſome Ball-—-for Pll be M © ſ 
mighty Beau. Then as I faid, I go to ſome Ball, al parc 
ſome Bear-baiting, tis all one you know——then con ;; 
a fine Italian Bona Roba, and plucks me by the Sleeve goes 
Seignior Angle, Seignior Angle——ſhe's a very fine Lady Hea 


obſerve that Seignior Angle, ſays {he,mmme Seignio . her | 


fa 


4 Tripto the Joprt. kr, £5r 
faysI, and trips after her to the Corner of a Street, ſup- 


know I mult invite her to the Tavern, I can do no leſs— 


give him an Engliſb Douſe of the Face. I can box, Sir, 
box tightly, I was a Prentice, Sir but then, Sir, he 
whips out his Stilletto, and I whips out my Bull Dog 
ſlaps him through, trips down Stairs, turns the Corner 
tau of Nel. Street again, and whips me into the Ambaſſador's 
Train, and there I'm as ſafe as a Beau behind the Scenes. 
Mild. Was your Piſtol charg'd, Sw? 
Si BY Cn. fen. Only a Brace of Bullets, that's all; Sir, L 
deſign to ſhoot ſeven Italians a Week, Sir. 

Wild. Sir, you won't have Provocation. . 

Clin, ſen. Provocation, Sir ! Zauns, Sir, I'll kill any 
Man for treading upon my Corns, and there will be a 
deviliſh Throng of People there; they ſay, that all the 
Princes of 1taly will be there. 

Wild. And all the Fops and Fidlers in Zurope But 
the Uſe of your Swimming-Girdle, pray Sir ? 

Clin. ſen. O Lord, Sir, that's eaſy. Suppoſe the Ship 
caſt away; now, whilſt other fooliſh People are buſy at 
their Prayers, I whip. on my Swimming: irdle, clap a 
Month's Proviſion into my Pockets, and ſail me away, 


I have a new Project in my Head. Where d'ye think 
my Swimming-Girdle ſhall carry me _ this Occa- 
hon ? Tis a new Project. | | 

Wild. Where, Sir ? | 

Cn. ſen. To Civita Vecchia, Faith and Troth, and 
to fave the Charges of my Paſſage! Well, Sir, you muſt 
pardon me now, I'm going to ſee my Miſtreſs. 

Wild. This . Fellow's' an 'accompliſh'd Aſs before he 
goes Abroad. Well; this Angelica has got into my 
ad Heart, and I can'r get her out of wy 1 Head. I muſt pay 
11010 her Fother Visit. 


fa 


poſe it Ruſſel-Street here, or any other Street; then you 


There up comes a Bravo; the Halian grows ſaucy, and Þ 


like an Egg i in a Duck's Belly—And heark'ee, Sir, 
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SCENE ; 4. Darling's * 


Angelica walus- FJ ; +. 

Arg. Nhappy State of Woman! whoſe chief Vir. 

tue is but Ceremony, and our much boaſt- 
ed Modeſty but a flaviſh Reſtraint. The ſtrict Confine- WF ch 
ment of our Words makes our Thoughts ramble more; Ml as 

and what preſerves our outward Fame, deſtroys our 

inward Quiet——Tis hard that Love ſhou'd be de- ff th 
ny'd the Privilege of Hatred ; that Scandal and Detrac- m 
tion ſhou'd be ſo much indulg'd, yet Sacred Love and ¶ ca 


Truth debarr'd our Converſation. 
Enter Darling, Clincher jun. and Dicky. O. 
Darl. This is my Daughter, Couſin. ne 
Dick. Now, Sir, remember your three Scrapes. chi 


Clin. Saluting Ang.] One, Two, Three, [ K/es Ber.] 
Your humble Servant. Was not that right, Dicky? Te 
Dick. Ay, Faith, Sir, but why don't you ſpeak to us 
her ? 
| + Clin. jun. I beg your Pardon, Dicks... I know my 
Diltance ; wou'd you. have me ſpeak to a Lady at the 
firſt Sight. 
Dick. Ay, Sir, by all din the Grit Aim i is the 
ſureſt. 
Clin. jun. Now for a good Jeſt, to wake ber * 
heartily——By Fido Ammon I'll go give her a Kiſs. 
| I coe towards ber. 
2 Enter Wildair, interpoſing.. | 
| vil. Tis all to no purpoſe, I told you ſo before ; 
your pitiful five Guineas will never do—— You ' may 
march, Sir: for as far as five hundred Pounds will go 
Il out- bid you. Clin. 


—— 


Sie e Junta I 
Clin Jun. What the Devil]! the Madman's here 


again. 
* Bleſs me, Couſin What Tye —_ Aﬀeont 
a Gentleman of his Quality in my Houſe ? 

Clin. jun. Quality! Why, Madam ! I don't know 
what you mean by your Madmen, and your Beaux, and 
your Quality. They're all alike J believe. 

Darl. Pray, Sir, walk with me into the next Room. 

Exit Darl. leading Clin. Dick follows. 

An. Sir, if your Converſation be no more agreeable 
than twas the laſt Time, I would adviſe you to make it: 
as ſhort as you can. 

Mild. The Offences of my laſt Viſit, Madam, bore: 
their Puniſhment:in the Commiſſion ; and have made 
me as uneaſy till I receive Pardon, as your Ladyſhip. 
can be *till I ſue for it. 

Ang. Sir Harry, I did not well underſtand the 
Offence, and muſt therefore proportion it to the Great- 
neſs of your Apology : If you: wou'd thereſore have me 
think it light, take no-great Pains in an Excuſe. 

Vild. How ſweet muſt be the Lips that guard that 
Tongue! then, Madam, no more of paſt Offences, let 
us prepare for Joys to come; let this ſeal my Pardon-- 
Kiſes her Hand.] And this [again] initiate me to far- 
ther Happineſs. 

Ang. Hold, 8 Queſtion, Sir 4 ; and 
pray anſwer me plainly, D'ye love me? 

Mild. Love you! Does Fire aſcend ? Do Hypocrites 
diſſemble? Uſurers love Gold, or Great Men Flattery # 
Doubt theſe, then queſtion that I. love. 

Ang. This ſhews your Gallantry, Sir, but not. your 
Love, 

Wild. View your own Charms, Madam, then judge 
my Paſſion ; your Beauty raviſhes my Eye, your. Voice 
my Ear, and your Touch has thrill'd. my melting 


Saul. 
E 3 Aig. 
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Ai. If your Words be real, tis in your Pour to 
raiſe an equal Flame in me. 
Wild. Nay then ſeize—— | 
Ang. Hold, Sir; *tis alſo poffible, to make me de 
teſt and ſcorn you worſe than the moſt profiigate of 
your deceiving Sex. fi 
Mild. Ha! Avery odd Turn this. 1 hope, Madan, f 
you only affect Anger, becauſe you know your Frowns t. 
are becoming. | 
| Hg. Sir Harry, you being the beſt Judge of you Ml & 
own Deſigns, can beft underſtand whether my Anger 
ſhou'd be real or diſſembled; think what ſtrict Modef 
thou'd bear, then judge of my Reſentments. pr 
Mila. Strict Modeſtiy ſhould bear! Why, Faith, Madan, Ml th 
T believe the ſtricteſt Mode efty may bear fifty Guineas, bd 
and I don't believe *twill bear one aaa te more. 
_ Ang. Whatd'mean, Sir? 
Wild. Nay, Madam, What do you mean if you go fo 
to that? I think now, fifty Guineas is a very fine Offer Ml be 
| for your ſtrict Modeſy, as you call it. wi 
Ag. "Tis more charitable, Sir Harry, to charge the Sp 
Tmpertinence of a Man of your Figure, on his defect in if 
Underſtanding, than on his want of Mannern In go 
afraid you're mad, Sir. 
Wild. Why, Madam, you're enough to make an) 
Man mad. S'death, Are not 70 — 
Ang. What, Sir? A 
Wild. Why, a Lady oi ſtrict Modeſty, if you 
will have it fo. 
Ang. I ſhall never hereafter traſt common Report, 
which repreſented you, Sir, a Man of Honour, Wi 
and Breeding ; for I find you very deficient i in them all. 
Exit. 
Will. ſolus, Now I find that the ſtrict * — 4 
which the Ladies of Pleaſure make to ſtrict Modeſty, is 
the Reaſon why thoſe of Quality are aſham'd to wear it 
Entt 
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Enter Vizard. 

Viz. Ah, Sir Harry, Have I caught you? Well, and 
what Succeſs ? 

Wild. Succeſs ! tis a ſhame for you young Fellows in 
Town here, to let the Wenches grow ſo ſaucy : I of- 
fer'd her fifty Guineas, and ſhe was in her Airs pre- 
ſently. I -cou'd have two Counteſſes in Paris for half 
the Money, and Je vous remercie into the Bargain. 

Vix. Gone in her Airs, ſay you? And did not you 
follow her? 

Wild. Whither ſhould J follow her? | 

Viz. Into her Bed-Chamber, Man. She went on 
purpoſe. ' You a Man of Gallantry, and not underſtand 
that a Lady's beſt pleas'd when ſhe puts on her Airs, as 
you call it. 

Wild. She talk'd to me of Aria Modeſty, and Stuff. 

Vix. Certainly moſt Women magnify their Modeſty, 
for the ſame Reaſon that Cowards boaſt their Courage, 
becauſe they have leaſt on't. Come, come, Sir Harry, 
when you make your next Aſſault, encourage your 
Spirits with brisk Burgundy; if you ſucceed, tis well; 
if not, you have a fair Excuſe for your Rudeneſs. 1'll 
go in, and make your Peace for what's paſt. Oh! T 
had almoſt forgot— Coll. Standard wants to ſpeak 
with you about ſome Bufineſs. 

Mild. TIl wait upon him * Dye know 
where he may be found ? 

Viz. In the Piazza of Covent Garden, about an Hour 
hence, I promis'd to ſee him, and there you may meet 
him; to have your Throat cut. LAlde.] I'll go in and 
intercede for you. 

Wild. But no foul Play with the Lady, Vixard. 

[Exit. 

Viz. No fair Play, I can aſſure you. [Exit. 
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8 CEN E the Street before Lurewell's Lodgings; 
Clinch, Sen. and Lurewell Cogueting in the Bal- 


cony. wit 
| ( 
Enter Standard. 1 
: Sand HN OW weak is Reaſon in Diſputes of Love? . a 
| That daring Reaſon which fo oft pretends WW. d 
to queſtion Works of high Omnipotence, yet poorly 
truckles to our weakeſt Paſſions, and yields implicit 
Faith to fooliſh Love, paying blind Zeal to faithleſs c 
Woman's Eyes. I've heard her Falſhood with ſuch ; 
preſſing Proofs, that I no longer ſhou'd diſtruſt it. Yet _ 0 


ſtill my Love wou'd baffle Demonſtration, and make 
Impoſſibilities ſeem probable. . [Looks up.) Ha! that 
Fool too! What! ſtoop ſo low as that Animal——Tis 
true, Women once fall'n, like Cowards in Deſpair, wil 
- Kick at nothing; there's no Medium in their Actions: 
They muſt be bright as Angels, or black. as Fiends, 
But now for my Revenge, I'll kick her Cully before 
her Face, call her a Whore, Curſe the whole Sex, and 
ſo leave her. [Cees ia 


Lure well comes down with Clincher. The Scene change! 
ta a Dining-Room. 


Lure. O Lord, Sir, *tis my Huſband : What will be- 
come of you?. | | . 
Clin. Eh; your Huſband ! Oh, I ſhall be murder'd: 
What ſhall I do?. where ſhall I run? Þ'11 creep into an 
Oven; Tl climb up the Chimney ; I'll fly; I'll fwim; 
l wiſh to the Lord I were at the Jubilte now—— 


weak: Lutt, 
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Lure. Can't you think of any Thing, Sir ? 
Enter Tom Errand. 
What do you want, Sir? 

Erra. Madam, I am looking for Sir Harry Wildair ; c 
ſw him come here this n and did imagine he 
might be here ſtill. 

Lure. A lucky Hit! Here, Friend, change Cloaths 
with this Gentleman, quickly : Strip. 

Clin. Ay, ay, quickly ftrip: I'll give you half a. 
Crown, Come here: So. [ They change Cloathu. 

Lure, Now flip you, [to Clinch.] down Stairs, and 
wait at the Door till my Huſband: be gone; and get you 


ia there [to the Porter] till I call you. 

| [Puts Errand into the next Rooms 
' | Enter Standard. 

' Oh, Sir! Are you come? I wonder, Sir, how you 


have the Confidence to approach me after ſo baſe a 
Trick. | 
Stand. O, Madam] all your Artifices won't pre- 
yall, 
Lure, Nay, Sir, your Artifices won't avail ; I thought, 
dir, that I gave you Caution enough againſt troubling 
ne with Sir Harry Wildair's Company, when I ſent this 
Letter back by you : Yet you, forſooth, muſt tell him 
here I lodg'd, and expaſs me again to OY 
ourtſhip. 
Stand. I expoſe you to his Courtſhip ! | 
Lure. I'll lay my Life you'll deny it now: Come, 
ome, Sir, a pitiful Lie is as ſcandalous to a Red-Coat, 
5 an Oath to a Black. Did not Sir Harry himſelf tell 
ne, that he found out by you where I lodg'd? 
Stand, You're all Lies: Firſt, your Heart isfalſe, your 
yes are double; one look belies another: And then 
our Tongue does contradit them all Madam, I 
a little Devil juſt now e ener out a Lie in your 
'ricranium. . 


Lure. 


w 
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Lure. As T hope for Mercy, he's in the right on't. 
LAlide.] Hold, Sir, you have got the Play-Houſe Cant 
upon your Tongue; and think that Wit may privilege 
your Railing : But I muſt tell you, Sir, that what is 8a. 
tyr upon the Stage, is ill Manners here. 

Stand. What is feign'd upon the Stage, is here in 
Reality real Falſhood, Yes, yes, Madam expos'd 
you to the Courtſhip of your Fool Clincher too? I hope bh 
your Female Wiles will impoſe that upon me——— a 

Lure. Clincher! Nay, now you're ſtark Mad. [I 


know no ſuch Perſon. WI 

Stand. O Woman in Perſection ! not know him! Sli, If 
Madam, can my Eyes, my piercing jealous Eyes be ſo ry 
deluded? Nay, Madam, my Noſe cou'd not miſtake F 
him; for I ſmelt the Fop, by his Pulvilio, from the - 


Balcony down to the Street. 6 
Lure. The Balcony ! Ha, ha, ha, the Balcony ! Tu“ 
be hang'd but he has miſtaken Sir Harry Wildair's Foot: 


man, with a new French Livery, for a Beau. {qu 
Stand. S'deatk, Madam, What is there in me that 
looks like a Cully ? Did not I fee him? 
Lure. No, no; you cou'd not ſee him: You're 
dreaming Colonel: Will you believe your Eyes, now, 
that I have rubb'd them open ere, you 
Friend. Arete 
Enter Errand in Clincher's Chaths. _. Thi 
Stand. This is Illuſion all; my Eyes conſpire again 1 
themſelves. Tis Legerdemain. | 10 
Lure. Legerdemain! Is that all your Acknowledg $ 
ment for your rude Behaviour? Oh, what a Cure 4 
is it to love as I do! but don't preſume too far, * ; 


Sir, on my Affection: For ſuch ungenerous Uſage wil. 
ſoon return my tir'd Heart, ——Be gone, Sir, [70 th Hay 
Porter] to your impertinent Maſter, and tell him, 

| * 


— 
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ſhall never be at Leiſure to receive any of his troubleſome 
Viſits——Send to me to know when I ſhou'd be at 
Home!——ÞBe gone, Sir: I am ſure he has made 
me an unfortunate Woman. ;  [Peeps. 

Stand. Nay,” then there is no Certainty in Nature; 
and Truth is only Falſhood well diſguis'd. 

Lure. Sir, had not I own'd my fond fooliſh Paſſion, I 
ſhou'd not have been ſubject to ſuch unjuſt Suſpicions ; 
but *tis an ungrateful Return. [ Veeping. 

Stand. Now where are all my firm Reſolves? I will 
believe her juſt. My Paſlion rais'd my Jealouſy ; then 
why mayn't Love be blind in finding Faults, as in ex- 


0 culing them ——1 hope, Madam, you'll pardon me, 
; ſince Jealouſy, that magnify'd my Suſpicion, is as much 
ze dhe Effect of Love, as my Eaſineſs in being ſatisfy d. 
* Lure. Eaſineſs in being ſatisfy d] You Men have got 
an inſolent Way of extorting Pardon, by perſiſting in 
u boar Faults. No, no, Sir; cheriſh your Suſpicions, 
th and feed upon your Jealouſy : Tis fit Meat for your 
ſqueamiſh Stomach, 
LY iz Men all Women ſbou'd this Rule purſue 3 
1 Who thinks us falſe, ſpou'd never find us true. 
2 [Exit in a Rage. 
he Enter Clincher in the Porter's Chaths. 
Clin. Well! Intriguing is the prettieſt pleaſanteſt 
Thing for a Man of my Parts :——How ſhall we laugh 


int the Huſband when he 1s gone? How fillily he 
looks! He's in labour of Horns already. to make 
ede. Colonel a Cockold! "Twill be rare News for the Alder- 
; man. [ de. 
Stand. All this Sir Maes has occaſion'd ; but he's 
* brave, and will afford me juſt Revenge O! this 
35 the Porter I ſent the Challenge by ;S—Well, Sir, 
Have you found him? . 


Clinch, 
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Clinch. What the Devil does he mean now? 
Stand. Have you given Sir Harry the Note, Fellow? WM c 
Clin. The Note! What Note? 
Stand. The Letter, Blockhead, which I ſent by you 
to Sir Harry Wildair ; 5 Have you ſeen him? 
Clinch. O Lord, What ſhall I ſay now? Seen him! p 
Yes Sir No Sir I have Sir ; I have not Sir. ; 
Stand. The Fellow's mad. Anſwer me directly Sir. 
rah, or I'll break your Head. 


nc 
Clin. I know Sir Harry very well, Sir ; but as to the 

Note, I can't remember a Word We Truth is, 1 have 

a very bad Memory. le 
Stand. O Sir, I'll quicken your cy [Strikes him, 
Clin. Zauns, Sir, hold, I did give him the Note, Fi 
Stand. And what Anſwer ? ha 
Clin. I mean, Sir, I did not give him the Note. ho 
Stand. What, d'ye banter, Raſcal? ¶ Srrites him again. | 

. Chn. Hold, Sir, hold; he did ſend an Anſwer. ſen 
Stand. What was't, Villain? 
Clin. Why truly, Sir, I have forgot it: I told you 


that I had a very treacherous Memory. 
Stand. I'll engage you ſhall remember me this Month, 
Raſcal. [ Beats him off, and Exit. 


Enter Lurewell and Parly. 


Lure. Fortboon, fortboon,” fortboon 3 this is better than 
I expected: but Fortune {till helps the induſtrious. | 


Enter Clincker. 


Clin. Ah! The Devil take all Intriguing, ſay I, and 
him who firſt invented Canes. That cursd Colonel 
has got ſuch a Knack of beating his Men, that he has 
left the Mark of a Collar of Bandileers about my 
Shoulders. | 

Lure, O my poor Gentleman! And was it beaten ? 


I Clin 
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Clin. Ves, I have been beaten: But where's wy 
' WH Cloaths, my Cloaths? 

Lure, What, you \ won' t leave me 2 foon, my Dear, 
u will yer ; 
Clin. Will ye? If, ever I peep into a Colonel's Tent 
again, may I be forced'to run the Gauntlet: But 
my Cloaths, Madam. | £7 
Lure. I ſent the Porter down Stairs with mae; Dia | 
not you meet him ? 
Clin. Meet him! No, not I. 


Parl. No? He went out at the Duck dcr, and is run 
clear away I'm afraid. 


Clin. Gone, ſay you And with my Cloaths ? My 
Fine Jubilee Cloaths ? O, the Rogue, the Thief !—PIL 
have him hang'd for Murder :-— But how ſhall I get 
home in this Pickle ? 

Parl. I'm afraid, Sir, the Colonel will * back pre- 
ſently; for he dines at home. 

Clin. Oh, then I muſt ſneak of! Was ever Man fo: 
you FW managed, to have his Coat well thrafh'd, and loſe his 

Coat too? * [ Exit, 
ath, ll Lure. Thus the noble Poet ſpoke Truth : 
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Nothing ſuits worſe with Vice, than want of Senſe: | 
WAT | | 


Parl. Methinks, Madam, the Injuries you have ſuf. 
fered by Men maſt be very great, to raiſe ſuch heavy 
Reſentments againſt the whole Sex. 
Lure. The greateſt Injury that Woman cou'd ſuſtain ; 
hey robb'd me of that Jewel, which preſerv'd, exalts 
dur Sex almoſt to Angels: But deſtroy'd, debaſes us be- 
o the worſt of Brates, Mankind. 

Parl. But I think, Madam, your Anger ſhou'd be 
fly confin'd to the Author of your Wrongs, 


F | Lure, 
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Lure. The Author! Alas, I know him not, which or 
makes my Wrongs the greater.. fit 

Parl. Not know him! Tis odd, Madam, thata Man wi 
ſhou'd rob you of ne fame Jewel _ mention d, and 


you not-know him. ; 

Lure. Leave cling 2 "Tis a Subject that always he 
ſours my Temper ; but ſince by thy. faithful Service 1 r. 
have ſome Reaſon to confide in your Secreſy: Hear the 
ſtrange Relation Some twelve, twelve Years ago I WM hi: 
liv'd at my Father's Houſe in Oæforaſpire, bleſt with WM an; 
Innocence, the ornamental, but weak Guard of bloom- hi. 
ing Beauty: I was then juſt Fifteen, an Age oft fatal to Ml ſo 
the female Sex: Our Youth is tempting, our Innocence 
— Romances moving, Love powerful, and Men 
Villains. Then it happen'd, that three young 
— from the Univerſity coming into the Coun- 
try, and being benighted, and Strangers, call'd at my Fa. 
ther's: He was very glad of their Company, and offer. 
ed them the Entertainment of his Houſee. 

Parl. Which they accepted, no doubt: Oh! Theſe 
ſtrolling Collegians are never Ferres ar _ ſome 
Miſchief. .  : : blen 

Lure. They had tudes private Frolick or c Defign in 
their Heads, as appeared by their not naming one an- 
other; which, my Father perceiving, out of Civility, 
made no Enquiry into their Affairs: Two of them had 
a heavy, pedantick, Univerſity: Air, a ſort of diſagree- 
able ſcholaſtick Booriſhneſs i in their Behaviour: 5 But the 
Third! 

Parl. Ay! The Third, e Third of all 
Things they ſay is very critical. 

Lure. He was- but in ſhort, Nature cut bim out 
for my undoing ;— he ſeem' d to- be about ier. 


teen. 
N fit Match foi your Fifieen as ; cop'd be. 
Lure. He had a genteel Sweetneſs in his Face, 2 


* 
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graceful Comelineſs in his Perſon, and his Tongue was 
10 to ſooth ſoft Innocence to Ruin: His very Looks were 
witty, and his expreſſive Eyes foſter, _ my 
than Words cou'd came. 

Parl. There will be Miſchief by 105 * I never 
heard a Woman talk ſo much of m 880 there wer 
Tears preſently afte. 1 

Lure. His Diſcourſe was directed to my Father, but 


his Looks to me. After Supper I went to my Chamber, 


and read Caſſandra, then. went to Bed, and dreamt of 
him all Night; roſe in the Morning, and made Verſess 


ſo fell deſperately in Love my Father was ſo. pleas'd 


with his Converſation, | that he begg'd their Company 
next Day; they conſented, and next night, Parlh —— 

Parl. Ay, next Night, Madam, next Night 
m afraid) was a Night indeed. 

Lure. He brib'd my Maid, with his Gold, out of her 
Honeſty; and me, with his Rhetorick, out of my. Ho- 
nour——ſhe admitted him to my Chamber, and there 
he vow'd, and ſwore, and vept, and ligh'd——and 


conquer d. | 47  [Weeps. 


Parl. Alack-a-day, poor F ifieen! | [Weeps. 
Lure. He ſwore that he wou'd 'come down from Ox- 


ford in a Fortnight, and marry me. 


Parl. 'The old Bait! The old by was |.chongnd 
juſt ſo my ſelf. -{4fde.) But had not you the Wit to 
know his Name all this while? 

Lure. Alas! What Wit had Innocence like mine? He 
told me that he was under an Obligation to his Compa- 
nions of concealing himſelf then, but that he wou'd 
write to me in two Days, and let me know his Name 
and Quality. After all the binding Oaths of Conſtancy, 
joyning Hands, exchanging Hearts, I gave him a Ring, 
with this Motto, Love and Hancur; then we b but 
I never ſaw the Dear Deceiver more. = 

Parl. No, nor never will, I warrant you. 


F2 Lure. 
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Lure. I need not tell my Griefs, which my Fs. 
ther's Death-made a fair Pretence for 3 he left me ſole 
Heireſs and Executrix to three - thouſand Pounds a 
Year; at laſt my Love for this ſingle Diſſembler, 
turn'd to à Hatred of the whole Sex, and reſolving 
Þ divert my Melancholy, and make my large For- 
tune ſubſervient to my Pleaſure and Revenge, I went 
to travel, where, in moſt Courts of Europe, I have 
done ſome Execution: Here I will play my laſt Scene; 
then retire to my Country-Houſe, live ſolitary » and 
die a Penitent. 

Par. But don't you ſtill love this how Diſſembler ? 

Zure. Moſt certainly: Tis Love of him that keeps 
my Anger warm, repreſenting the Baſeneſs of Mankind 
full in View; and makes my Reſentments work We 
ſhall have that old impotent Lecher Smuggler here to 
Night: I have a Plot to _— him, and his preciſe 
Nephew Fizard. 

Par. I think, Madam, you manage every Dody' that 
comes in your way. _. | 

Lure. No, Parly; Thoſe Men, whoſe Fubu 
found juſt and honourable, I fairly diſmiſs'd, by letting 
them know my firm Reſolutions never to marry. But 
thoſe Villains that wou'd attempt my Honour, Te {el- 
dom fail'd to manage. 

Par. What d'ye think of the Colonel, Madam? ! 
ſuppoſe his Deſigns are honourable. 
Lure. That Man's a Riddle; _— ſomething of 
Honour in his Temper that pleaſes: I'm ſure he loves 
me too, becauſe he's ſoon jealous, — ſoon fatis- 
fy'd: But he's a Man ſtill. When I once try d 
His Pulſe about Marriage, his Blood ran as low as a 
Coward's : He ſwore indeed that he loved me, but 
cou'd not marry me, forſooth, becauſe he was en- 
gag d elſewhere. So poor a Pretence made me diſdain 
Kis Paſſion, which otherwiſe might have been _ 
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to me But hang him, I have teiz'd him enough: 
— Beſides, Parly, I begin to be tir'd of my Re- 
venge But this Buſs and Guinea I muſt maul 
once more: _ I'll hanſel his Woman's Cloaths for 
him. Go, get me Pen and-Ink ; I muſt write to 
Vizard too. 


we Fortune, this once aſſiſt me, as before, 
e; Two ſuch Machines can newer work in vain, 


nd As thy propitious W heel, and my projecting Brain, 


— The End of the Third A C 7. 
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ACT IV. 
SCENE Covent-Garden. 


Wildair and Standard Meeting, 


STANDARD. 
e Thought, Sir Harry, to have met you ere 
5 || this in a more convenient Place; but ſince 
my Wrongs were without Ceremony, my 
5 PA Revenge ſhall be ſo too. Draw, Sir. 
= Hild. Draw, Sir! What ſhall I draw? 
— Come, come, Sir; I like your facetious Hu- 
mour well enough: It ſhews Courage and Unconcern: 
I know you brave; and therefore uſe you thus. Drau 
your Sevord. 

Wild. Nay, to oblige you I will draw : but the Devil 
take me if I fight——Perhaps, Colonel, this is the 
prettieſt Blade you have ſeen. 

Stand. I doubt not but the Arm is ls. a 
fore think both worth my Reſentment. Come, Sir. 
Mild. But, prithee Colonel, doſt think that I am ſuch 
a Madman as to ſend my Soul to the Devil, and nj 
Body to the Worms, upon every Fool's Errand ? 

Stand. I hope you're no Coward, Sir. | 

Wild. Coward, Sir; I have eight thouſand Pounds: 
.Year, Sir. 

Stand. You fought in Flanders to my Knowledge. 


Mil. 


"a Triptothe JUBILEE. 6 
Mill. Ay, for the ſame Reaſon that I wore a Red- 
Coat, becauſe *twas faſhionable. 

Stand, Sir, you fought a French Count in Paris. 

Wild. True, Sir; He was a Beau, like my ſelf : Now 
you're a Soldier, Colonel, and Fighting's your Trade; 
and I think it downright Madneſs to contend with any 
Man in his Profeſſion. 

Stand. Come, Sir, no more dallying : I ſhall take 
very unſeemly Methods if you don't ſhew 4 av ſelf a 
Gentleman. 

Wild. A Gentleman] Why there again now. A Gen- 
tleman'! I tell you once more, Colonel, that I am a Baro- 
net, and have eight thouſand Poundsa Year. I can dance, 
ſing, ride, fence, underſtand the Languages. Now I can't 
conceive how running you through the Body ſhou'd con. 
tribute one jot more to my Gentility. But pray Colonel, 
T had forgot to aſk you, What's the — 

* Stand. A Woman, Sir. 
Wild. Then I put up my Sword. Take her. 


E N Stand. Sir, my Honour's concern'd. 
5 Wild. Nay, if your Honour be concern'd with a Wo- 
oy man, get it out of her Hands as ſoon as you can. An 
4 honourable Lover is the greateſt Slave in Nature; ſome 
1 will ſay, the greateſt Fool. Come, come, Colonel, this 
* is ſomething about the Lady Lurewel/, I warrant; Jean 


give you Satisfaction in that Affair. 

Stand. Do ſo then immediately. 
* Wild. Put up your Sword firſt: 8 
K. fight, but I had much rather make you a Friend than 
an Enemy. I can aſſure you this Lady will prove too 
hard for one of your Temper. You have too much 
Honour, too much in Confraenar, to be a Favourite 
with the Ladies. 
ads 4 Stand. Jam aflur'd, Sr, he never gave you any En- 
Couragement——— 
Mild. A Man can never hear Reaſon with 9 | 
2 


— 
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in his Hand. Sheath your Weapon ; and then if I don't 
ſatisfy you ſheath it in my Body. 

Stand. Give me but Demonſtration of her granting 

any Favour, and tis enough. 

Wild. Will you take my Word? 

Stand. Pardon me, Sir, I cannot. 

Wild. Will you believe your own Eyes? 

Stand. Tis ten to one whether 1 ſhall or no: They 
have deceiv'd me already. 

mila. That's hard But ſome means I ſhall deviſe 
for your Satisfaction We muſt fly this Place, elſe 
that cluſter of Mob will overwhelm us. [Exeunt. 

Enter Mob, Tom Errand's Wife burrying in Clincher 
Senior in Errand's Chaths., 

Mig. O, the Villain, the Rogue, he has murder d 
my Huſband : Ah, my poor Tzmothy. [C Hing. 

Clin. Dem your Timothy :——Your Husband has mur 
der'd me, Woman: For he has carry'd away my fine 
Jubilee Cloaths. * 

Wife. Ah, you Cut-Throat! Have you not got his 
Cloaths upon your Back there ?!——Neighbours, Don't 
you know poor Timethy's Coat and Apron? 

Mob. Ay, ay! Tis the fame! 

 Firft Mob. What ſhall we do with him, Neighbours? 

Second Mob. We'll pull him in pieces. 

Firſt Mob. No, no; then we may be hang for 
Murder ; but we'll drown him. 

Clin. Ah, good People, pray don't drown me; for ! 
never learnt to ſwim i in all my Liſe. Ah, this plaguy 
Intriguing! 

Mob. Away with him, away with him to the Thame: 

Clin. Oh, if I had but my Sevimming-Girdle now. 

Enter Conſtable. N 

Cent. Hold, Neighbours, I command the 1 

Wife. O! Mr. Conſtable, here's a Rogue that has mur- 
Gerd my Huſband, and robb'd him of his —_ t 
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Confi. Murder and Robbery ! Then he muſt be a Gen- 
tleman. Hands off there, he muſt not be abus d 
Give an Account of your ſelf: Are you a Gentlman ! 

Clin. No, Sir, I am a Beau. 

Conſt. Then you have kill'd no body, Pm preaded 
How came you by theſe Cloaths, ö 

Clin. Vou muſt know, Sir, that walking along, Sir, 
I don't know how, Sir; I can't tell where, Sir; and - 
ſo the Porter and I chang'd Cloaths, Sir. | 

Conſt. Very well, the Man ſpeaks Reaſon, and like 
a Gentleman, 

Wife. But pray Mr. Conſtable, aſk him how he chang'd 
Cloaths with him. 

, Conſt. Silence, Woman, and don't diſturb the Court; 
3 — Well, Sir, how did you change Cloaths? _ 
Clin. Why, Sir, he pull'd off my Coat, and I drew 
off his; ſo 1 put on his Coat, and he put on mine. 

C= Why Neighbours, I don't find that he's guilty: 
Search him; and if he carries no Arms about him, well 
his let him go. 
[ They ſearch bis Pockets, and pull out his Piftle, 

Clin. O Gemini! My Jubilee Piſtols. 

Conſt. What, a Caſe of Piſtols? Then the Caſe is 
1 plain. Speak, what are you, Sir ? whence come you, 
and whither go you? _ 

Clix. Sir, I came from Ruſſel Street, and am going 
to the Jubilee. 

571 Wife. You ſhall go to the Gallows, you Rogue. 
Conft, Away with him, away with him to Newgate 
trait. 


Clin, I ſhall go to the Jubilee now indeed. ¶ Excunt. 


Ne. enter Wildair and Standard. 
Mild. In ſhort, Colonel, tis all Nonſenſe ; Fight for 
a Woman! Hard by is the Lady's Houſe; if you pleaſe, 
ve'll wait on her together: You ſhall draw your Sword ; 
Plt 
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TIl draw my Snuff-Box : You ſhall produce your Wound: 
receiv'd in War; T'll relate mine by Capid's Dart 
You ſhall look big; I'll ogle :——You ſhall ſwear ; III 
figh :—— You ſhall /a /a, and Fl conge 3 And if ſhe 


flies not to my Arms, like a Hawk to its Perch, my 
| Dancing-Maſter deſerves to be damn'd. 


Stand. With the generality of Women,- 1 grant you, 
theſe Arts may prevail. 

Wild. Generality of Women ! Why there again you're 
out. They're all alike, Sir; I never heard of ay one 
that was particular, but one. 

Stand. Who was ſthe-pray ? | 

Wild. Penelope, I think ſhe's call'd; and that's a Po- 
etical Story too. When will you find a Poet in our Age 
make a Woman ſo chaſte? 

Stand. Well, Sir Harry, your facetious Humour Can 


diſguiſe Falſhood, and make Calumny paſs for Satyr: 


But you have promis'd me ocular Demonſtration that 
ſhe favours you : Make that good, and I ſhall then main- 
tain Faith and Female to be as inconſifient as Truth and 


Falſhood. 


Wild. Nay, by what you have told me, I am fatisfy'd 
ſhe impoſes on us all: And Vixard too ſeems what I flu 
ſuſpected him: But his Honeſty once miſtruſted, ſpoil 
his Knavery:— But will you be convinc'd if our Plot 


ſucceeds? 


Stand. I rely on your Word and Hoa! Sir n 
which, if I doubted, my D iſtruſt wou'd cancel the Ob- 
ligation of their Security. 

Vila. Then meet me half an Hour des at the Run. 


mer: You muſt oblige me by taking a hearty Glaſs with 


me toward the fitting me out for a certain Pad. which 
this Night I undertake. 
Stand. I gueſs by the Preparation, that Woman' s the 


ogy. | 


Wild 


two fooliſh Maladies, Modeſty and Love ; the firſt I'llcure 


with the ami. A ſure Remedy. Probatum eft. 


Enter Clincher Junior and Dicky. 


vicious Place: I wiſh that I were in the Country again: 
And this Brother of mine! Pm ſorry he's fo great a 
Rake : I had rather ſee him dead, than ſee him thus. 


bilee ? 
Clin. Who, pray ? 
Dick. The Pope. 


here the Pope dwells ! He's bewitch'd ſure. 
Enter Tom Errand in Clincher Senior's Chaths. 


Dick. Indeed I believe he is, for he's ſtrangely al- 
ord. 
Clin. Alter'd ! Why he looks like a Jeſuit already. 


arden, down to the nin. I'm pretty ſecure. 


rother ? 
Dick. I ſeize you in the King's * Sir. 


dy ! 

Clin. Speak, you Rogue, What are you ? 

Erra. A poor Porter, Sir, and going of an Errand, 
Dick. What Errand ? Speak you Rogue. 

Erra, A Fool's Errand, I'm afraid. 


Vili Clin,” 


a Trip tothe JUBILEE. 71 
Wild. Ves, Faith, I am taken dangerouſly ill with 


with Bur „and my Love, by a Night's Lodging 


Stand. I'Il certainly meet you, Sir. [Exeunt fene. 


Clin. Ak! Dicky, this London is a ſad place, a ſad 


Dick. Ah, Sir; He'll ſpend his whole Eſtate at this 
ame Jubilee. Who dye think lives at this ſame Ju- 


Cln. The Devil he does! My Brother go to the Place 


Err. This Lace will ſell. What a Blockhead was the 
ellow to truſt me with his Coat! If I can get croſs the 


LA.. 
Clin. Brother That Alaw | 10 Gemini! Are you my 


Err. O Lord, ſhou'd this prove ſome Parliament-Man 


— 
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Clin. Who ſent you ? 

Erra. A Beau, Sir. | | 

Dick. No, no, the Rogue has murder'd your Brother, 
and ftript him of his Cloaths. 

Clin. Murder'd'my Brother! O Crimini! O my Poor 
Jubilee Brother ! Stay, by Fupiter Ammon, I'm 
Heir tho' : Speak, Sirrah, Have you kill'd him? Conf 
that you have kill'd him, and [ll give you Half a 
Crown. 

Erra. Who I, Sir? Alack-a-day, Sir, Ti never kill 
any Man, but a Carrier's Horſe once. 

Clin. Then you ſhall certainly be hang'd. But confel 
that you kilbd him, and we'll let you go. 

Erra. Telling the Truth hangs a Man, but conſeſſig 
a Lie can do no harm; beſides, if the worſt comes to 
the worſt, I can but deny it again. Well, Sir, ſince 
J muſt tell you, I did kill him. 

Clin. Here's your Money, Sir, — But are you ſure 
you kill'd him dead. 

Erra. Sir, I'll ſwear it before any Judge in England. 

Dick. But are you ſure that he's Dead in Law? 

Erra. Dead in Law! I can't tell whether he be Dead 
in Law : But he's as dead as a Door Nail; for I gave 
him ſeven Knocks on the Head with a Hammer. 

' Dick. Then you have the Eſtate by the Statute. Any 
Man that's knock'd o'th* Head is Dead in Law. 

Clin. But are you no he was Compos Mentis when he 
was kilFd. 

Erra. I ſuppoſe he was, Sir, for he told x me nothing 
to the contrary afterwards. 

Clin. Hey !——then I go to the Jubilee. Strip 
Sir, ſtrip. By Jupiter Ammon ſtrip. 

Dick. Ah! don't ſwear, Sir. 

[ Puts on his Brother's Clbail. 

Clin. Swear, Sir; Zoos, han't J got the Eſtate, Si? 


Come, Sir, now I'm in Mourning for my Brother. 
Erra- 


r —ůuàmw—Eö': ꝗ u:. ³˙ w — 


en he 
thing 


trip 


gat h. 
Sir! 


Era 
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Erra. J hope you'll let me go now, Sir. — 

Clin. Ves, yes, Sir, but you muſt firſt do me the 
Favour to ſwear poſitively beſore a Magiſtrate, that you 
kilbd him dead, that I may enter upon the Eſtate with- 
out any Trouble. By Fupiter Ammon all my Religion's 
gone, ſince I put on theſe fine eee ag call me 
a Coach fomebody. 

Erra. rl Maſter ; let me go, and I'll call one 
immediately. 

Clin. No, no, n carry this Spark before a 
Juſtice, and when he has made Oath, you may diſcharge 
him. And I'll go ſee Angelica. [Ecount Dick. and 
Errand.] Now that I'm an elder Brother, Til court, 
and ſwear, and rant, and rake, and go to the Jubilee 
with the beſt of them. [Extt, 
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SCENE Larewelf HOUSE. 


Enter Lurewell and Parly. 
* E you ſure that Vxard had my Letter? 
Parl. Yes, yes, Madam, one of your Lady- 


the Bearer, with all Tranſports of Joy, that he wou'd be 
punctual to a Minute. 

Lure. Thus moſt Villains, ins time or other, are 
punctual to their Ruin; and Hy pocriſy, by impoſing 
on the World, at laſt deceives it ſelf, Are * Things 
prepar ſor his Reception? 

Parl. Exactly to your Ladyſhip's Order, Pl Alder- 
man too is juſt come, dreſs d and cook'd up for Ini- 


quit. 


Lure. Then he has gat Woman's Clouths an. | 
G Parl. 


* 


ſhip's Footmen gave it to him in the Park, and he told 
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Parl. Yes, Madam, and has paſs'd upon the 5 
for yeur Nurſe. 

Lare. Convey Aim into that Cloſet, and pat out the 
| Candles, and tell him, III wait on him. preſently. 
4 5 LA, Parly goes to put out the Candle ſomebody knack, 

| Lure. This muſt be ſome Clown without Manners, or 


a — above Ceremony. Who's there? 


\ i Thus Damon knoc#d at Celia“, Door, 

it He figh'd, and beg d, and wept, and "4 a 
#4 The Sign was fo, 

1 | [knocks] 

| | dhe anfwer'd, No 

vi | [knocks thrice] 

i | ; No, mo, mo. 

no Again he b d, again be pray'd, 

1 No Damon, 20, 1 am afraid. 


Conſider, Damon, Pm a Maid. 


| Conſider, 
| No, 
Tu a Maid, 
I f 8 | No, &c. 
Ul. At laft his Sighs and Tears made way, 


She roſe, and ſoftly turn'd the Key, 
Come in, ſaid ſhe, but do not fg. 


, 1 may conclude 4 
1 You will be rude, 
But if you are you may. [Exit Paily. Ml ® 
Wildair Enters. © 0 


Lure. Tis too early for Serenading, Sir Harry. 
Mild. Whereſoever Love is, there Muſick is proper; 1, 
there's an harmonious Conſent in their Natures, and 
when rightly join'd, they make up the Chorus of 
earthly Happineſs. 4 
| 1. 
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Lure. But, Sir Harry, what Tempeſt drives you here 
at this Hour? 

Vill No Tempeſt, Madam, but as fair Weather as 
| ever entic'd a Citizen's Wife to cuckold her Huſband in 
. WH fclh Air. Love, Madam. 
or Wildair taking ber by the Hand. 

Lure. 4 pure and white as Angels foft Defires. It IF 
not ſo ? 

Wild. Fierce, as when ripe conſenting Beauty Sa. 

Lure. O Villain! what Privilege has Man to our De- 
ſtruction, that thus they hunt our Ruin? LAldde. 
If this be a Love Token, your Miſtreſs's Favours hang 
very loſe about you, Sir. : 

| Wild. drops a Ring, foe ker it wy 

W; 1 I can't juſtly, Madam, pay your Trouble of 
taking it up by any Thing, but deſiring you to wear it. 

Lure You Gentlemen have the cunninqeſt ways of 
playing the Fool, and are fo induſtrious in your Pro- 
fuſeneſs. Speak ſeriouſly, am I beholden to Chance or 
Deſign for this Ring ? 

Wild. To Deſign, upon my Honour, and I hope my 
Deſign will ſucceed. (Alde. 

Lure. And what ſpball I give you u for fuch a fine Thing ? 

Wild. You'll give me another, you'll give me another 
fne Thing, [Both ſing. 

2 Shall I be free with you, Sir Harry ? 

Mild. With all my Heart, Madam, ſo I may be * 
with ou... 

Lure. Then vlataly, Sir, I ſhall beg the Favour to 
ſee you ſome other Time, for at this very . Thave 
two Lovers in the Houſe. | . 

Wild. Then to be as plain, I muft be gone this 
Minute, for 1 muſt ſee another Miſtreſs within: 1 
two Hours. 

Lure. Frank and free. 


he 


arh. 
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Mild. As you with me——Madam, your moſt hum- 
ble Servant. Ei. 
Lure. Nothing can diſturb his Humour. Now for 
my Merchant and Vix ard. 

[Exit, and takes the Candles with her 


Enter Parly, heading i in Smuggler, dreſ#d in in Mo- 
man's Chaths., 


Parl. This way, Mr. Alderman. 

Smug. Well, Mrs. Par, I'm oblig'd to you for 
this Trouble; here are a: couple of Shillings for you. 
Times are hard, very hard indeed, but next time I'll 
ſteal a pair of Silk Stockings from my Wie, and bring 
them to you——What are you fumbling about my 
Pockets for—— 

Parl. Only ſettling the Pleats of your Gown : here, 
Sir, get into this Cloſet, and = Lady will wait on you 
preſently. 

[ Puts him into be Chir, runs out, yery returns as 
Vrzard,] 

- Viz. Where would'ſt thou lead me, wy, dear auſpi- 

cious little Pilot ? 

Parl. You're almoſt in Port, Sir; my Lady' s in the 
Cloſet, and will come out to you immediately. | 

- Viz. Let me thank thee as I ought. [ Kiffes her, 

Parl. P'ſhaw: who has hir'd me beſt, a couple of 
Shillings, or a couple of Kiſſes? |. [Ext 

Viz. Propitious Darkneſs guides the Lover's Steps, 
and Night that ſhadows outward Senſe, lights up our 
inward Joy. Night! the great awful Ruler of Man- 


kind, which like the Perſian Monarch, hides its Royalty 


to raiſe the Veneration of the World: Under thy eaſy 
Reign, Diſſemblers may ſpeak Truth, all ſlaviſh Forms 
and Ceremonies laid aſide, and {wee "OT my 
act without conſtraint. ; 


Smog 


Ve 


tl 


her. 
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Smug. Peeping out of the Claſet.] Bleſs me! What 
Voice is this? 

Vix. Our hungry Appetites, like the wild Beaſts of 
Prey, now ſtour Abroad, to gorge their craving Maws 3 
The Pleaſure of Hypocriſy, like a chain'd Lion, once 
broke looſe, wildly indulges its new Freedom, ranging 
through all unbounded Joys. 

Smug. My Nephew's Voice ! and certainly poſſeſs d 
with an Evil Spirit, he talks as ren as an a 
poſſeſs'd with a Poet. 

Viz. Ha! I heat à Voice, Madam my Life, my 
Happineſs, where are you, Madam 

Smug. Madam! he takes me for a Woman too, III 
try him. Where have you left your Sanctity, Mr. 
Vizard? 

Vix. Talk no more of that ungrateful Subjekt 
left it where it has only Buſineſs, with Day: light, tis 
needleſs to wear a Maſt in the Dark. ö 

Smug. O the Rogue, the Rogue The World 
takes you for a very ſober virtuous Gentleman. 

Vix. Ay, Madam, that adds Security to all my 
unn me a Cullx- Squire may ſquander 
his Eſtate, and ne er be thought a Spend - thrift 
With me a Holy Elder may zealouſly be drunk, and 


clearer——But what is moſt my Praiſe, the formal : 
Rigid, ſhe that rails at Vice and Men, with me ſecures 
her looſeſt Pleaſures, and her ſtricteſt Honour She 
who with ſcarnful Mein, and virtuous Pride, diſdains 
the Name of Whore, with me can wanton, and laugh 
at the deluded World. 
Smeg: How have I. been. deceiv'd!. Then you are 
very great: among the Ladies. 
Fiz. Ves, Madam, they know that, like a Mole Sn 
tie Earth, I dig deep, but inviſible; not like thoſe 
| G 3 futtering 


toaſt his tuneful Noſe in Sack, to make. it hold forth * 


Z „% We Oe 
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fluttering noiſy Sinners, whoſe Pleaſure is the Procla- 
mation of their Faults, whoſe empty Flaſhes no ſooner 
kindle, but they muſt blaze t&alarm the Werld-.. Bat 
come, Madam, you delay our Pleaſures. WC, 

_  Smug. He ſurely takes me for the Lady Larbiuell— 
ſhe has made him an Appointment too——but I'll be 
reveng'd of both——Well, Sir, what are thoſe you are 
O intimate with. 

Vix. Come, come, Madam, you hair very well— 
thoſe that ſtand ſo high, that the Vulgar envy even 
their Crimes, whoſe Figure adds Privilege to their Sin, 
and makes it paſs unqueſtion'd ; fair, high, pamper'd 
Females, whoſe ſpeaking Eyes, and piercing Voice, 
would arm the Statue of "a Sreick, and animate his cold 
Marble with the Soul of an Epicure, all raviſhing, 
lovely, ſoft, and kind, like you. 

Smug. T am very lovely and ſoft indeed, you ſhall find 
me much harder than you imagine, Friend Well, 
Sir, but I ſuppoſe your Denen has ome oth 
Motive befides Pleaſure? ' —- 

Pix. Yes, Madam, the honeſteſt Motive i in * World, 
ae You muſt know, Madam, that T have 
an old Uncle, 8 Smuggher, you have ſeen him, 
I ſuppoſe. 

Sung. Ves, yes, I have fore ſmall Acquiina 
| with him. 2 $3. SA 

Vix. Tis the moſt knaviſh, poli; Tovetous old 
Rogue, that ever died of a Gut. 

Smug. Ah! the young Son of a Whore. Well, 6s, 
and what of him? 

Viz. Hell hungers not more b 0 Soul 
than he for ill: got Pell. And yet (what's wonder: 
fa!) he that would ſtick at no profitable Villany him- 
ſelf, loves Holineſs in another He prays all Sur 
day for the Sins of the Week paſt——— he ſpends al 
Dinner time in two tedious Graces, and what he deſigns 

a Blefling 
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a Blefling to the Meat, proves a Curſe to ” —_— 
he's the moſt——— -. 

Sung. Well, well, Sir, I know him hs well. 

Vis. Then, Madam, he has a ſwinging Eſtate, which 
I deſign to purehaſe | as a Saint, and ſpend like a Gen- 
tleman. He got it by Cheating, and ſhou'd loſe -it by 
Deceit. By the Pretence of my Zeal and Sobriety, PII 
cozen the old Miſer one of theſe Days out of a Settlement, 


and Deed of Conveyance | 
Snug. It ſhall be a Deed to convey you to Bs Gal- 
lows then, you young Dog.  * © Alu. 


Vis.” And no ſooner he's Dead, but I'll ets over his 
Grave with a Coach and Six, to inform his covetous 
Ghoſt how genteely I ſpend his Money. 

Sung. I'll prevent you, Boy, for I'll have my Money 
bury'd with me. 7 | [Alde. 

Vie. Bleſs' me; Pads here's a Light coming this 
way, J muſt fly immediately. When ſhall I ſee you, 
Madam ? 

Smug. Sooner than you expect, my Da c 

Viz. Pardon me, dear Madam, I wou'd not be ſeen 
for the World. I wou'd ſooner forfeit my Life, nay, my 
Pleaſure, than my Reputation. [Exit. 

Sug. Reputation! Reputation! that poor Word ſuf- 
fers a great deal Well! thou art the moſt accom- 
plib'd Hy pocrite that ever, made a grave plodding F ace 
over a Diſh of Coffee, and a Pipe of Tobacco; he owes 
me for-ſeven Years Maintenance, and ſhall pay me by 
ſeven Years Impriſonment : And when I die, I'll leave 
him to the Fee-funple of a Rope and a Shilling 
Who are theſe? I begin to be afraid of fone Miſchief 
II wiſh that I were ſafe within the City Liberties 
Ill hide my ſelf. [Stangs chſe. 


Enter Butler with other Servants and Lights. 


But, I a there are tuo Spoons wanting, and I'll 
” | ſearch 
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ſearch the whole Houſe. Two Spoons will be no 
ſmall Gap in my Quarter's Wages — 

Serv. When did you miſs them, Fames? 
But. Miſs them, why, I miſs them now; in ſhort, 
they mult be among you, and if you don't return 
them, I'll go to the Cunning-Man to Morrow-Morn- 
ing ; my Spoons I want, and my Spoons I will have. 

Serv. Come, come, ſearch about. [Search and diſ 
cover Smuggler.] Ah! Who's this:? 

But. Harkee, good Woman, What makes you hide 
your ſelf? What are you aſham'd of? _ 

Smug. Aſham'd of! O Lord, Sir, I'm, an honeſt Old 
Woman that never was aſham'd of any Thing. 

But. What are you, a Midwife then ? Speak, did not 
you ſee a couple of ſtray Spoons in your Travels? 

Smug. Stray Spoons ! 

But. Ay, ay, ſtray Spoons; in ſhort you ſtole them 
and I'll ſhake your old Limbs to pieces, if you don't de. 
liver them preſently. _ 

Smug. Bleſs me! a Reverend Elder of "TREES. Years 
old, accus'd for Petty Larceny ! Why, ſearch me, 


People, ſearch me, and if you find any Spoons a. 
e you ſhall burn me for a Witch. EN 


But. Ay, ay, we will ſearch you, Miſtreſs. 
5 [They ſearch, and pull the Spoons out of his Pockets. 
Smug. Oh! the Devil, the Devil! 

But. Where, where is he? Lord bleſs us, ſhe is a 
Witch i in good Earneſt, may be. 

Smug. O, it was ſome Devil, ſome 8 
or St. James Devil, that put them in my Pocket. 

But. Ay, ay, you ſhall be hanged for a Thief, burnt 
for a Witch, and then carted for a Bayd. Speak, what 
are Toy ? 


— 


Enter Lurewell. | 
Sang: Im the * Lurewell's Nurſe. - | 
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Lure. What Noiſe is this? 

But. Here is an old Succubus, Madam, that * ſtole 
two Silver Spoons, and ſays, ſhe's your Nurſe, - 

Lure. My Nurſe! O the impudent old Jade, I never 
ſaw the wither'd Creature before. .. _ 

Smug. Then I'm finely caught, O, Madam! Madam, 
Don't you know me ? Don't you remember Buſs and 
Guinea ? , 3 4 

Lure. Was ever fach I mpudence 3 ? I know thee! why 
thou'rt as brazen as a Bawd in the Side-Box——Take 
her before a Juſtice; and then to Newgate. | Away. 

Smug. Ol conſider, Madam, that I'm an Alderman. 

Lure. Conſider, Sir, that you're a Compound of Co- 
vetouſneſs, Hypberiſy, and Knayery; und muſt be pu- 
niſh'd accordingly You muſt be in Petticoats, 
gouty Monſter, muſt ye ! You muſt Buſs and Guinea 
too, you w_ _ a Lady' 5 Honour, old Satyr; away 
with him. 1 | (rg bim 1 


Still may 0 our Sex thus Frands of Men oppoſe, | 
Still may our Aris delude theſe tempting Fees, is, 
May- Honour rule, and never fall betray d. 
But Vice be caught in Nets for Virtue laid. 


The End of the fourth A C 7. 


ACT 
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with a Man of ſo peculiar a Temper, 
5 you muſt not think the general Arts of 
Love can ſecure him; you may there 
fore allow ſuch a Courtier ſome Encou- 
_ emen extraordinary, without Re- 
proach to your Modeſty. 
Angel. I am ſenſible, Madam, that a formal Nicety 
makes our Modeſty fit aukward, and appears rather a 
Chain to enſlave, than a Bracelet to adorn us. 
ſhou'd ſhew, when unmoleſted, eaſy and innocent as 3 
Dove; but ſtrong and vigorous as a Faulcon, whe 
aſſaulted. 

'Darl. I'm afraid, Daughter, you miſtake * Harry 
Gaiety for Diſhonour. 

Angel. Though Modeſty, Madam, may BY it mul 
not ſleep, when powerful Enemies are Abroad 
I muſt confeſs, that of all Men's, I wou'd not fee Si 
Harry Wildair's Faults ; nay, I cou'd wreſt his mok 
ſuſpiciou 
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ſuſpicious Words 4 thouſand ways, to make them look 


like Honour But, Madam, in ſpight of Love I 
| muſt hate him, and curſe thoſe Practices which taint 


our Nobility, and rob all Virtuous Women of the bra- 
velt Men 
Darl. You muſt certainly be miſtaken,  Aagalics } for 
I'm fatisfy'd Sir Harry's Deſigns are only to court and 
you. . cid ol 
Angel. His Pretence, perhaps, was ſuch ; but Women 
now, like Enemies, are attack'd ; whether by Treache- 
ry, or fairly conquer'd, the Glory of Triumph is the 
: ame Pray, Madam, by what Means were you 
made acquainted with his Deſigns ? 

Darl. Means, Child! why my Couſin Yizard, who, 
I'm ſure, is your ſincere Friend, ſent him. He ere 
me this Letter from my Couſin—— 

[Gives her the Letter, which ſbe opens 

Angel. Ha! Yizard! then I'm abus'd in — 

ou d Sir Harry, by his Inſtigation, fix a baſe A front 
pon me? No, I can't ſuſpect him of fo ungenteel a 
rime This Letter ſhall trace the Truth [AA. 
My Suſpicions, Madam, art much clear'd, and I hope 
o ſatisfy your Ladyſhip in my 3 when next 
| fee Sir Harry. 


"= Enter Servant. | 

Iv. Madam, here's a Gentleman below calls him- 

as 4 elf Wi laair. 

When Dar!. Conduct him up. . 1 won't doubt your 
Diſcretion. | [Exit Darling. 

mY Tier Wildair. 


Fill. O the Delights of Love and Bg 
adam, I have toaſted your Ladyſhip- fifteen Bumpers 
PW and fallow, Copies like Loches to every 


4 Angel. 
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Angel. And what then, Sir? * 
Wild. Why then, Madam, the Wine has got into my 

Head; and the Capidt into my Heart, and unleſs by 

quenching quick my Flame, you e eaſe the Smart, 

I'm m a loſt Man, Madam. 

Angel. Drunkenneſs, Sir Harm, is the worſt Pretence 

a Gentleman can make for Rudeneſs: For the Excul 

is as ſcandalous as the Fault: Therefore pray 

conſider who: you are ſo free with, Sir; a Woman 

Condition, that can cal half a dozen W upon 

Occaſion. ' 

Wild. Nay, Madam, If 1 have a A me 

in a Blanket, half a dozen Chambermaids would d 

better Service. Come, come, Madam, tho! the 

Wine makes me liſp, yet has it taught me to ſpeak 
plainer. By all the Duſt of my ancient Propenitors 

I muſt wan: Night quarter my Coat of Arms with 


yours. 
Angel. Nay, then, who waits theve [Enter — 
Take hold of that Madman, and bind him. 
Mild. Nay, then Burgundy s the Word, and Slaughter 
will enſue. Hold, do you know, Scoundrels, that! 
have been drinking victorious Burgundy ? | [Draw 
Servants. We know you're drunk, Sir. 
Wild. 'Then how have you the Im * Raſcals 1 
aſſault a Gentleman with a G of Flaſks of Courag 
in his Head? 
Ser wants. Sir, we muſt do as our young Miſtreſs con: 
mands us. 
- Wild. Nay, then, have among ye, Dogs. 
[Throws Money among them: They ſcramble and tal 
it up: He pelting them 5 — the Dor, ant 
returns. 
Raſcals; Poltroons. _—— I Kites charn'd the — 
Jad now the F ruit's my own. | 


45 
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Angel. O, the mercenary Wretches ! This was a Plot 
my betray m. | 
by Mild. I have put the whole A to Flight: 
ar, now take the General Priſoner... [Laying hold on — 
Augel. I conjure you, Sir, by the Sacred Name of 
eng Honour, by your dead Father's Name, and the fair Re- 
putation of your Mother's Chaſtity, that you offer not 
the leaſt Offence. . Already you havs wrong d me 
paſt Redreſs. 
Mild. Thou art the moſt a Creature. 
Angel. What Madneſs, Sir Harry, what wild Dream 
of looſe Defire, cou'd prompt you to attempt this Baſe- 
neſs? View me well——The Brightneſs of my Mind, 
methinks, ſhould lighten outwards, and let you ſee your 
Miſtake in my Behaviour. I think it ſhines' with fo 
much Innocence in my Face, that it ſhould” dazzle all 
your vicious Thoughts: Think not I am defenceleſs 
cauſe alone. Your very ſelf is Guard againſt your ſelf: 
I'm ſure there's ſomething generous in your Soul ; my 
'ords ſhall ſearch it out, and Eyes ſhall fire it for my 
dwn Defence. 4 
Wild. Mimicking.) Tal ti dum, ti dum, tal ti didi, 
dum. A Million to one now, but this Girl is juſt 
ome fluſh from reading the Rival Queen. I' gad, 
Mat her in her own Cant O my Statyra, O 
M angry Dear, turn thy Eyes on me ; Behold thy Beau in 
zuſeins. 
Angel. Behold me, Sir; View me with a ſober 
hought, free from thoſe Fumes of Wine that throw a 
liſt before your Sight, and you ſhall find that every 
„a 7 ſrom my reproaching Eyes is armed with ſharp 
teſentment, and with a virtuous Pride that looks Diſ- 
onour dead. e 
Maid. This is the firſt Whore in Heroich that J have 
kt with. [ Aſide.] Look ye, Madam, as to that ſlender 
articular of your Virtue, we ſhan't quarrel aboùt it, 
you 


fame Virtue that you make ſuch a mighty Noiſe abou 


| 
i 
| 
| 


ver thus. [Throws down the Purſe, and lamps upon 
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you may be as virtuous as any Woman in England, if 
you pleaſe; you may ſay your Prayers all the Time 
But pray, Madam, be pleas'd to conſider what is thi 


Can your Virtue beſpeak you a Front Row in 
the Boxes! No; For the Players can't live upon Virtue. 
Can your Virtue keep you a Coach and Six? No, no- 
Your virtuous Women walk a- Foot Can your Virtue 
hire you a Pew in a Church? Why, the very Sexton vil 
tell you, No. Can your Virtue ſtake for you at Picquet? 
No. Then what Buſineſs has a Woman with Virtue 


Come, come, Madam, I offered you fifty Gui 
neas. there's a hundred The YBevil Vi. 


tuous ſtill! Why, tis a hundred, five ſcore, a hundred 
Guineas. 

Angel. O Indignation! Were I a Man you durſt not 
uſe me thus; But the mean, poor Abuſe you throw a 


me, reflects upon your ſelf; Our Sex {till ſtrikes an Ay N 
upon the Brave, and only Cowards dare affront a Wo- 
man. da 
Mill. Affront! S'death, Madam, a hundred Guinea Y: 
will ſet you up at Baſſet; a hundred Guineas will fur 
niſh out your Lodgings with China; a hundred Gui 

neas will give you an Air of Quality ; a hundred Gui Gi 
neas will buy you a rich Eſcritore for your Billet-deut 
or a fine Common-Prayer-Book for your Virtue. 
hundred Guineas will buy an hundred fine Things, an W 
fine Things are for fine Ladies; and fine Ladies are H ha. 
fine Gentlemen; and fine Gentlemen are 7 2 ling 


this Burgundy makes a Man ſpeak like an Angel 
Come, come, Madam, take it, and put it to what Ul 
you pleaſe. 

Angel. I'll uſe it, as I wou'd the baſe 8 G 


Wild. I have no Mind to meddle in State-Affairs; bi 
theſe Women will make me a Parliament Man, ſpiglu( 


Ar 
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my Teeth, on purpoſe to bring in a Bill againſt their 
Extortion. She tramples under Foot that Deity which 
all the World adores. O the blooming Pride of beau- 
tiful Eighteen !- P'ſhaw, I'll talk to her no longer, I'M. 
make my Market with the old Gentlewoman, ſhe knows 
Buſineſs better. Goes io the Door. } Here you Friend, 
pray deſire the old Lady to walk in. ——Harkee, by 
Gad, Madam, I'll tell your Mother: 


Enter Darling. 
Darl. Well, Sir Harry, and how d'ye like my Daugh- 
ter, pray 
Wild. Like her, Madam 
it? Why faith, Madam! 
or, Pgad, all's out. 
Angel. All fhall out; Sir, you're a Scandal to the 


harkee, Will you take 
Take the Money, I ſay, 


* Name of a Gentleman. 
Wo. Wild. With all my Heart, Madam In ſhort, Ma- 
dam, your Daughter has us'd me ſomewhat too familiar- 
neu y, tho” I have treated her like a Woman of Quality. 
fur Darl. How, Sir? 
Cui Wild. Why, Madam, I have offer'd her a hundred 
Gul Guineas. 
Jeur Darl. A hundred Guineas ! Upon what Score? 
_ Mild. Upon what Score! Lord, Lord, how theſe old 
au Women love to hear baudy ! Why Faith, Madam, I 
S: have ne'er a double Entendre ready at preſent, but Pl 
ing you a Song. 
t U Behold the Goldfinches, tall al de rall, 
And a Man of my Inches, tall al de rall, 
y Gl You ſhall take um believe me, tall al de rall, 


1f you will give me, your tall al de rall. 


A modiſh Minuet, Madam, that's all. 
H 2 Dari. 
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- Darl. Sir, I don't underſtand you. 

Wild. Ay, ſhe will have it in plain Terms ; then Ma. 
dam, in downright Engin, I * r Daughter a 
hundred Guineas, to  , 

Angel. Hold, Sir, ſtop your eie Tongue, too looſe 
for modleſt Ears to bear. Madam, I did before ſuſped 
that his Deſigns were baſe, now they're tao plain; this 
Knight, this mighty Man of Wit and Humour, is made 
a Tool to a Knave; Yizard has ſent him of a Bully“ 
Errand, to affront a Woman; but I ſcorn the Abuſe, 
and him that offer'd it. 

Darl. How, Sir, come to affront us! D'ye know who 
we are, Sir? 

Wild. Know who ye are! Why your Daughter there 
is Mr. Vixard's Couſin, I ſuppoſe ; and for you, 
 Madam——now to call her Procureſs Alamode France. 
[ Ade.) Feftime votre Occupation. 

Darl. Pray Sir, ſpeak Engliſb. 

Wild. Then to define her Office, Alamode Londres! 
[Alde.] I ſuppoſe your Ladyſhip to be one of thoſe ci. 
vil, obliging, diſcreet old Gentlewomen, who keep 
their Viſiting Days for the Entertainment of their pre- 
ſenting Friends, whom they treat with Imperial Tea, a 
private Room, and a Pack of Cards, Now I ſuppoſe 
you underſtand me. 

Darl. This is beyond Sufferance ; ; but ſay, thou abo 
ſive Man, what Injury have you ere receiv'd from me, 
or mine, thus to engage you in this ſcandalous Aſper 
ſion? 

Angel. Ves, Sir, what Cauſe, what Motives could in- 
duce you thus to debaſe your ſelf below your Rank ? 

Wild. Hey day] Now Dear Roxana, and you my fair 
Statyra, be not ſo very Heroick in your Styles. Yizards 
Letter may reſolve you, and anſwer all the impertinent 
Queſtions you have made me. 


Bath Nomen. We appeal to that. 


Wil, 
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Wild. And I'll ſtand to't, he read it to me, and the 
Contents were pretty plain I thought. 

Angel. Here, Sir, peruſe it, and ſee how much we are 
injur d, and you deceive. 

Wild. [Opening the Letter.) But hold, Madam, L 
Darling] before I read, I'll make ſome Conditions 
Mr. Vizard ſays here, that I won't ſcruple 30 or 40 
Pieces; Now, Madam, if you have clapt in another 
Cypher to the Account, and made it 3 or 4 Hundred, 
by Gad, I will not ſtand to't. 

Angel. Now can't I tell whether Diſdain or Anger be 
the moſt juſt Reſentment for this Injury. 

Darl. The Letter, Sir, ſhall anſwer you. 

Wild. Well then ! [ Reads} 

Out of the earneſt Inclination to ſerve your Ladyſhip,. 
and my Couſin Angelica Ay, ay, the very 
Words. I can fay it by heart J have ſent 
Sir Harry Wildair to court my Couſin 
What the Devil's this? Sent Sir Harry Wildair 
to court my Couſin——he read to me a quite dif- 
ferent Thing—— He's a Gentleman of great Parts: 
and Fortune——He's a Son of a Whore and a 
Raſcal——and wou'd make your Daughter very 
happy, [Whiſtles] in a: Huſband, [ Looks fooliſs 
and hums a Song.) Oh poor Sir Harry, what 
have thy angry Stars deſign'd? 

Angel. Now, Sir, I hope you need no Inftigation to⸗ 
redreſs our Wrong, ſince even the Injury points the 


way. 


Darl. Think, Sir, that our Blood for many Gramm: 


tions, has run in the purelt . Channel. of- anfully'd Ha- 


nour. 


Wild. Ay, Madam. [Bows to Hex. 
Angel. Conſider, what a tender Bloſſom is Female Re-- 


putation,. which the leaſt Air of foul Detraction blaſts. 


Hild. Ves, Madam. [Boxws 10 Fathen.. 
H I Darl:. 
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Dar. Call then to mind your rude and ſcandalous 
Behaviour, 
Wild. Right, Madam. |  [ Bows again, 
Angel. Remember the baſe Price you offer'd me. [ Exit. 
Wild. Very true, Madam. Was ever Man ſocatechiz'd? 
Darl. Then think that Yizard, Villain Fizard, causd 
all this, yet lives; that's all, farewel. Going. 
Wild. Stay, Madam, [to Darling] one Word; is there 
no other way to redreſs your Wrongs, but by fighting ? 
Darl. Only one, Sir; which if you can think of, you 
may do: You know the Buſineſs I entertain'd you for. 
Mild. J underſtand you, Madam. [Exit Darling.) 
Here am I brought to a very pretty Dilemma; I mutt 
commit Murder, or commit Matrimony. Which is belt 
now? A Licence from Doctors Commons, or a Sentence 
from the Old Baih? If I kill my Man, the Law hangs 
me; if I marry my Woman, I ſhall hang my ſelf 
But, Damn it—— Cowards dare fight, I'll marry, that's 


the moſt daring Action of the two, ſo my dear Couſin 
Angelica have at you. 


SCENE Newgate, Clincher, Sen. feln. 


Cl. N OW ſevere and melancholy are Newgate Re 

| flections? Laſt Week my Father died: Ve. 
ſterday I turn'd Beau: To Day I am laid by the Heels, 
and to Morrow ſhall be hung by the Neck I wa 
agreeing with a Bookſeller about Printing an Account of 
my Journey through France to italy ; but now 2 
N E | ory 


, 
l 
I 
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ſtory of my Travels thro' Holborn to Tburu———The laft 
dying Speech of Beau Clincher, that was going to the Ju- 
bil. Come, a Half-penny a piece. A fad Sound, a 
fad Sound, *Faith. 'Tis one Way to have a Man's Death 
make a great Noiſe in the World. 


Enter Smuggler and Goaler, 


Smug. Well, Friend, I have told you who I am: So 
ſend theſe Letters into Thame-Street, as directed; they 
are to Gentlemen that will bail me. [Exit Goaler, 
Eh! This Newgate is a very populous Place : Here's 
Robbery and Repentance in every Corner Well, 
Friend, What are you, a Cut-throat, or a 1 
liff? CN 
Clin. What are you, Miſtreſs, a Bawd, or a Witch ? 
Harkee, if you are a Witch, d'ye ſee, PI ll give you a 
hundred Pounds to mount me on a Broomſtaff, and mP 
me away to the Fubilee. | 

Smug. The Fubike!' O, you young Rake- hell, „ What 
brought you here? 

Clin. Ah, you old Rogue, What brought you here, 
if you go to that? 

Smug. I knew, Sir, what your Powdering, your 
Prinking, your Dancing, and your Friſking, wou 00 
come to. 

Clin. And I knew what your Cozening, your Extor 
tion and your Smuggling wou'd come to. 

Snug Ay, Sir, you muſt break your Indentures, and 
run to the Devil in a full bottom Wig, muſt: you ? 

Clin. Ay, Sir, and you muſt put off your Gravity, 
and run to the Devil in Petticoats Ae e to 
ſwing in Mafquerade, Maſter, d'ye ? 

Smug. Ay, you mvſt go to Plays too, Sirrah : Lord, 
Lord! What Buſmeſs has. a Prentice 'at.a- Play-houſe, 
unleſs it be to hear his Maſter made a Cuckold, and his 
Miltreſs a Whore? Tis ten to one now, but ſome mali- 
cious 
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eious Poet has my Character upon the Stage within · th 
Month: Tis a hard Matter now, that an honeſt ſober 
Man cannot fin in private for this plaguy Stage. I gave 
an. honeſt Gentleman five. Guineas my ſelf toward 
— a Book againſt it; and it has done no good, we 

ee. "is | 
Clin. Well, well, Maſter, take Courage! our Con. 
fort is, we have liv'd. together, and fhall die together; 
only with this Difference, that I have liv'd like a Foo, 
and ſhall die like a Knave; and you have liv'd. like: 
 Knave, and ſhall die like a Fool. 

Smug. No, Sirrah! I have ſent a Meſſenger. for my 
Cloaths, and ſhall get out immediately, and ſhall be uy- 
on your Jury by and by. o to Prayers, you Rogue, 
80 to Prayers. [Exit Smuy, 

Clin. Prayers! Tis a hard taking when a Man mul 
ſay Grace to the Gallows —Ah, this curſed Intri- 
guing ! Had I ſwung handſomely in a Silken Garter now, 
Thad died in my Duty; but to hang in Hemp, like the 
Vulgar, 'tis very . 


Emer Tom Errand.. 


A Reprieve, a Reprieve, thou dear, dear damn 
Rogue, where have you been? Thou art the moſt wel. 
come Son of a Whore, Where's my Cloaths ?- 

Erra. Sir, I ſee where mine are: Sir, ſtrip, Sir, 
firip. 

p Clin. What, Sir, will you abuſe a Gentleman ? 

Erra. A Gentleman Ha, ha, ha, Dye know where 
you are, Sir? We're all Gentlemen here, ſtand 
up for Liberty and Property Newgate's a Commo 
wealth. No Courtier has Buſinels among us; Come 9% 
Sir. rank 
Clin. Well but ſtay, till I ſend for my own Cloaths W; 
I ſhall get out l | | ows 


—— 
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Erra. No, no, Sir, I'll have you into the Dungeon, 
and uncaſe you. 


Clin. Sir, you can't makter me; for I'm twenty thou- 
ſand ſtrong. ; 


¶Exeuni firuggling. 


The SCENE changes to Lady Darling's 
FT HOUSE. 


Enter Wildair <vith Letters Servants following. 


Wild. ERE, fly all around, and bear theſe as 
directed; you to Weftminſter, you to 
dt. 7ames'——and you into the City Tell all my 
Friends a Bridegroom's Joy invites their Preſence : Look 
all of ye like Bridegrooms alſo : All appear with hoſ- 
pitable Looks, and bear a Welcome in your Faces. 
ell 'em I'm married. If any aſk to whom, _— no 
Reply ; but tell 'em that I'm married, that Joy ſhall 

own the Day, and Love the Night. Be gone, 
I, | 


1 
MA 


Enter Standard. 


A Thoufand Welcomes, Friend: My Pleaſure's now 
mpleat, ſince I can ſhare it with my Friend: Briſk 
Do {hall bound from me to you: Then back again; 
nd, like the Sun, grow warmer by Reflexion. 
Stand. You' re always pleaſant, Sir Harry, but this 
ranſcends your ſelf ; Whence proceeds it ? 
Mild. Canſt thou not gueſs? My Friend——Whence 
Ws all earthly Joy ? What is the Life of Man, — 
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Soul of Pleaſure ?!—Homan——W hat fires the Heart 
with Tranſport, and the Soul with Raptures? Loweh 
Woman. What is the Maſter-ſtroke and Smile of the 
Creation, but Charming wirtuous Woman ? —— When 
Nature in the general Compoſition firſt brought Woman 
forth, like a fluſh'd Poet, raviſh'd with his Fancy, with 
Extaſy : The bleſt, the fair Production Methinks, 
my Friend, you reliſh not my Joy. What is the Cauſe? 

Stand. Canſt thou not gueſs ? What is the Bane 
of Man, and Scourge of Life, but Voman?— What 
1s the Heatheniſh Idal Man ſets up, and is damn'd. for 
worſhipping ? Treacherous Woman ;—— What are thoſe 
whoſe Eyes, like Bafiliſks, ſhine beautiful for ſure 
Deſtruction, whoſe Smiles are dangerous as the Grin 
of Fiends? But falſe deluding Woman Woman 
whoſe Compoſition inverts Humanity ; their Bodies are 
heavenly, but their Souls are Clay. 

Wild. Come, come, Colonel, this is too much: I 
know your Wrongs' receiv'd from Eurewell, may ex. 
euſe your Reſentment againſt her: But *tis unpar- 
donable to charge the Failings of a ſingle Woman 
upon the whole Sex. I have found one whoſe 
Virtues —— 

Stand. So have I, Sir Harry; I have found one whoſe 
- Pride's above yielding to a Prince: And if Lying, Dif- 
ſembling, Perjury and Falſhood, be no Breaches in Wo- 
man's Honour, ſhe's as innocent as Infancy. - 

Wild. Well, Colonel, I find your Opinion grows 
ſtronger by ' Oppoſition, I ſhall now therefore wave the 
Argument, and only beg you for this Day, to make : 
Shew of Complaiſance at leaſt—————Herxe comes m 
charming Bride. 


Enter Darling and Angelica. 


Stand. Sakting Angelica. I wiſh you, Madam, 
the Joys of Love and Fortune. 


a Trip to the JuB1iLEz, 95 


Enter Clincher, Junior. 


Clin. Gentlemen and Ladies, I'm juſt upon the Spur, 
and have only a Minute to take my Leave 

Wild. Whither are you bound, Sir? 

Clin. Bound, Sir! I'm going to the Jubilee, Sir. 

Darl. Bleſs me, Couſin! How came ye by theſe 
Cloaths 2 : 

Clin. Cloaths! Ha, ha, ha, the rareſt Jeſt! Ha, ha, 
ha; I ſhall burſt, by Fupiter Ammon, I ſhall burſt. 

Darl. What's the Matter, Couſin ? 

Clin. The Matter; Ha, ha, ha: Why, an honeſt 
Porter, ha, ha, ha, has knock'd out my Brother's 
Brains, ha, ha, ha. 

Mild. A very good Jeſt, faith, ha, ha, ha. 

: Clin. Ay, Sir, but the beſt Jeſt of all i is, he knock d 
out his Brains witk a Hammer, and ſo is as Grad as a 
Door-nail, ha, ha, ha. 

Darl. And do you laugh, Wretch? 

Clin. Laugh! ha, ha, ha. Let me ſee e er a younger 
Brother in England that won't laugh at ſuch a Jeſt. 

Angel. Vou appear'd a very ſober, pious Gentleman 
ſome Hours ago. 

Clin. P'ſhaw, I was a Fool then: But now, Madam, 
I'm a Wit : I can rake now. As for your Part, 
Madam, you might have had me once: but now, 
Madam, if you ſhou'd by chance fall to eating Chalk, 
or knawing the Sheets, tis none of my Fault. 
Now, Madam I have got an Eſtate, I muſt go to 
tie Fubilce. | 


Enter Clincher Senior, in a Blanket. 


Clin. jen. Muſt you ſo, Rogue, muſt you? - 
vill go to the Jubilee, will you ? ; 
Clin. jun. A Ghoſt, a Ghoſt —— Send for the Dean 

and 9 preſently. 


-You 


C lin. 
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Life. 


with their Vices, which you vend here for faſhionable 
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Clin. ſen. A Ghoſt! no, NO, Sirrah, I'm an elder 
Brother ; 3 Rogue. | 

Clin. jun. I don't care a Farthing for that; I'm ſure 
you' re Dead in Law. 

Clin. ſen. Why ſo, Sirrah, why ſo? 

Clin. jun. Becauſe, Sir, I can get a Fellow to ſwear 
he knock'd out your Brains. 

Wild. An odd way of ſwearing a Man out of his 


Clin. jun. Smell him, Gentlemen, he has a deadly 
Scent about him. 
Clin. ſen, Truly the Apprehenſions of Death may 
have made me-ſavour a little O Lord- The 
Colonel! the Apprehenſion of him may make me favour 
worſe, I'm afraid. 

Clin. jun. In ſhort, Sir, were you Ghoſt, or Brother, 
or Devil, I will go to the Jubilee, by Fupiter An. 
mon. 

Stand. Go to the Fubilee! g0 to Fes Bear-Garden— 
The Travel of ſuch Fools as you, doubly injures our 
Country; you expeſe our native Follies, which ridi- 
cules us amongſt Strangers, and return fraught only 


Gallantry; a travelling Fool is as dangerous as a home. 
bred Villain Get ye to your native Plough and 
Cart, converſe with Animals like your ſelves, Sheep and 
Oxen; Men are Creatures you don't underſtand. Mil 

Wild. Let em alone, Colonel, their Folly will be now Wt | 
diverting. Come, Gentlemen, we'll-diſpute this Point ne 
ſome other Time; I hear ſome Fiddles tuning; let's hear Wir, 
how they can entertain us : Be pleas'd to fit. 


Here Singing and Dewar. After which a Servant 
Whiſpers Wildair. | 


- Wild. Madam, Shall I beg you to entertain the Com- 


pany in the next Room for a Moment? [To Darling, 
3 Darl. 
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Darl. With all my Heart Come, Gentlemen. 
[Ex. Omnes but Wild. 
Wild. A Lady to noms oe me? Who can this 


be ! ? 
EZ nter 3 


O, Madam, this 1 is beyond my Expectation, to 
come uninvited to dance at my Wedding What 
dye gaze at, Madam? 


y Lure. A Monſter if thou art marry'd, thou'rt 
the moſt perjur'd Wretch that e er avouch'd Deceit. 

wy Wild. Hey day; Why, Madam, Pm ſure I never 

he 


ſwore to marry you; I made indeed a ſlight Promiſe, 
ur Wl pon Condition of your granting me a ſmall F. avour, 
but you wou'd not conſent, you know. 
er, Lure. How he upbraids me with my Shame——Can 
n. WM you deny your binding Vows when this appears a Wit- 
nes *gainſt your Falſhood. [Shews a Ring.] Methinks - 
— de Motto of this Sacred Pledge ſhou'd flaſh Confuſion 
our in your guilty Face Read, read here the binding 
idi- Words of Lowe and Honour; Words not unknown to 
nly WM jour perfidious Eyes ——tho? utter Strangers to your 
ble ueacherous Heart. n 
me. Mild. The Woman's ſtark. flaring mad, that's cer- 
and Nin. 
and I Lare. Was it maliciouſly deſigned to let & find my 
Miſery when paſt Redreſs ; to let me know you, only 
now No know you falſe Had not curſed Chance ſhew'd 
oint Ine the ſurprizing Motto, I had been happy The 
hear Hirt Knowledge I had of you was fatal to me, and this 
kcond worſe. 

Wild. What the Devil's all this! Madam, I'm not at 
leiſure for Raillery at preſent ; I have weighty Affairs 
won my Hands; the Buſineſs of Pleaſure ; PR any 
ther Time 


Lure. Stay, I conjure you, ſlay, WEN 
I | Wild. 


PPP / i Talarzroand 
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—— 


for if you are perfect Woman, you have Confidence tt 


he told you ? 


Honour to the Tongues of Men, thus hear their Sha 


your improving Malice both dare utter. 


Fame———Your Words, your Looks, your Tears, 


mild. Faith, I can't, my Bride expects me; but, 
harkee, when the Honey-Moor is over, about a Month 
or two hence, I may do you a ſmall Favour. Exi. 
Lure, Grant me ſome wild Expreſſions, Heavens, or 
J ſhall burſt Woman's Weakneſs, Man's Falſhood, 
my own Shame, and Love's Diſdain, at once ſwell u 
my Breaſt Words, Words, or I ſhall burſt. [ Going, 


Enter Standard 
Stand. Stay, Madam, you need not than my Sight; 


out- ſace a Crime, and bear the Charge of Guilt withou 


2 Bluſh. $ 0 
Lure. The Charge of Guilt! What making a Fol 
of you! I've don't, and glory in the Act; the Heigh if 
of Female Juſtice were to make you all hang or drown W'" 
diſſembling to the Prejudice of Men is Virtue; and every” 
Look, or Sign, or Smile, or Tear, that can deceive, | 
meritorious. ſr 
Stand. Very pretty Principles truly If there Hel 
Truth in Woman, tis now in thee Come, Madani, 
you know that you're diſcovered ; and, being ſenſibl 0 
vou can't eſcape, you wou'd now turn to Bay. Th: 


Ring, Madam, proclaims you Guilty. 
Lure. O Monſter, Villain, perfidious Villain! II 


Stand. I'll tell it you, and loud! y too. 

Lure. O, name it not——Yes, ſpeak it out, tis 
juſt a Puniſhment for putting Faith in Man, that I w 
bear it all; and let credulous Maids that truſt the 


proclaim'd——Speak now, what his buſy Scandal, at 8 


Stand. Your Falſhood can't be reach'd by Malice, n 
by Satyr; your Actions are the juſteſt Libel on yc 
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did believe in ſpight of common Fame. Nay, gainſt 
my own Eyes, I {till maintain d your Truth. I imagin'd 
Wildair's boaſting of your Favours, to be the pure Re- 
fulc of his own Vanity: At laſt he urged your taking 
Preſents of him, as a convincing Proof of which, you 
Yeſterday, from him receiv'd that Ring- Which 
Ring, that J might be ſure he gave it, I lent him for 
that Purpoſe, 

Lure, Hal you lent him for that purpoſe ? | 

Stand. Yes, yes, Madam, I lent him for that purpoſe | 
uo denying it I know it well, for I have worn 
it long, and deſire you now, Madam, to reſtore it. ty 
the juſt Owner, , , | 

Lure. The Juſt Owner! think, Sis, think but of — 
lnportance tis to own it; if you have Love and Honour 
in your Soul, tis then moſt Juſtly yours; if not, you 
area Robber, and have ſton it baſely. 

Stand. Ha your Words, like meeting Flints, have 
truck a Light to ſhew me ſomething ſtrange But 
tell me inſtantly, is not your real Name Manly? 805 

Lure. Anſwer me firſt, did not you receive this Ring 
about twelve Years ago? 11 77 

Stand. I did. | 

Lure. Prana not you. about that time entertain'd 
two Nights at the Houſe of Sir Oliver Manly in Oxford- 
hire? 

Stand. I was, I was. [runs to her, and embraces her.] 
The bleſt Remembrance fires my Soul with Tranſport— 
know the - are the charming She, and I 
Je happy Man.” 

Lure. How has blind Fortune fumbled on the fight 
But where have you wander'd ſince? IT was cruel to 
ſorſake me. 

e, u Sand. The Particulars of my Forture were too tedi- 
n ve now; but to diſcharge my ſelf from the Stain of 
my Viſhonour, I muſt tell you, that immediately upon my 
oy Return 
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Return to the Univerſity, my elder Brother and I quar. 
relbd; my Father, to prevent farther Miſchief, poſts Wl} 
me away to travel; I writ to you from e but fear 
the Letter came not to your Hands. 
Lure. I never had the leaſt Account of. you by Letter 
or otherwiſe. | | b 
Sland. Three Years I liwd abroad, 208 at my Return, w 
found you were gone out of the Kingdom, tho' none tt 
cou'd tell me whither; miffing you thus, I went top: 
Flanders, ſerv'd my King 'till the Peace commenc'd ;Mp: 
then fortunately going on Board at Am/leridayr, one Sbip 4: 
tranſported us both te Exgland. At the firſt Sight Wo! 
loved tho' ignorant of the hidden Cauſe—==You may 
remember, Madam, that talking onde of Marriage, ly 
told you I was engaged; to your dear {elF-[ meant. 
Lure. Then Men are ſtill moſt generous and braut 
And to reward your Truth, an Eſtate of three 
thoufand Pounds a Vear waits your Acceptance; and | 
Tan ſatisfy you in my paſt Conduct, and the Reaſo 
that engaged me to deeeive all Men, I ſhall expect 
honourable Performance of your Promiſe, and that 50 
wou'd ſtay with me in England. * © © Ha 
Stand. Stay! Not Fame, nor Glory, ere mall part 8 
more. My Honour can be no nnen Concern kno 


thin dare. a | J 6 9113 24 D 8 


Enter Wildair, Angelica, both Clinchers. 


Oh, Sir Harry, Fortune has ated Miracles; the Sto 
ſbange and tedious, but all amounts to this; that W 
man's Mind is charming as her Perſon,” 4 am made 
Convert too to Beauty. 

Wild. I wanted only this to moke my \Pleaſr 4 


8. 
„„ Ener Smuggler.. 

a So, Gentlemen and Ladies, is ay Graci 
en Vixard among me 

| N. 


— 
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Mild. Sir, he dares not ſhew his Face among ſuch 
honourable Company; for your gracious Nephew is 

Smug.' What, Sir? Have a care what you fay. 

Wild. A Villain, Sir. 

Smug. With all my Heart=———P11 pardon you hs 
beating me for that very Word. And pray Sir Harry, 
when you ſee him next, tell him this News from me, 
that J have diſinherited him; that I will leave him as 
poor as 4 diſbanded Quarter-Maſter. And this is the 
poſitive and ſtiff Reſolution of Threeſcore and Ten; an 
Age that flicks as DE its Purpoſe, as to the 
od Faſhion' of its Cloak. N 

Wild. Vou ſee, Madam, (ts Angel.] how induſtriouf. 
ly Fortune has puniſhed his Offence to you. 

Angel. Jean ſcarcely, Sir, reckon it an Offence, con- 
ſdering the happy CI of it. 

dung. O, Sir Harry, he's as Wesel . 

Lure. As your ſelf, Mr. Alderman: How - oo my 
good old Nurſe, pray Sir? 

Smug: O, Madam, I ſhall be even with 3 you before I 
part with your Writings a and TONY, that [ have i in my 
Hands. 

Stand: A Word with you, Mr. About Do you 
know this Pocket-Book ? 

Smug. O Lord, it contains an Account of my ſecret 
Practices in trading. LN How came you by it, Sir ? 


Stang, Sir H | ont of your; Pocket at 
this Lady's yeh! 'Y efterd; ay r It contain a Account of 
bme ſecret, Kanten tn rour dienchandizing ; ; among the 


reſt, the | t-with a Correſpon. 
"he at B ourdeaux. about traniporting French Wine in 
Spaniſh Caſks——Firk tum this Lady all her Writ- 
ings, then I ſhall conſider whether I ſhall lay your Pro- 
cedings before the Parliament or not, whoſe Juſtice will 
raciq never ſuffer your Smuggling to go unpuniſhed. 
Smug. O my poor Ship and Cargo. 
Wi OT 2 Clin. 


re pe 
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Clin. fer. Hearkee, Maſter, you had as good come 
along with me to the Jubiler now. 
| Argel. Come, Mr. Alderman, ſor once let a Woman 
41 adviſe z Wou'd you be thought an honeſt Man, baniſh Co- 
+ vetouſneſs, that worſt Gout of Age;  Avarice is a 
paar pilſering Quality of the Soul, and will as certainly 
cheat, as a Thief wou'd fteal Wou'd you be 
thought a Reformer of the Times, be leſs ſevere in your 
Cenſures, leis rigid in * Precepts, and more ſtrict in 
your Example. 

Wild. Right, Madam, Virtue flows freer from Imi- 
tation, than Compulſion; of which, Colonel, your Cons 
rerſion and mine are juſt Examples. ka 


te vain are muſty Morals taught, i in Schools 
By rigid Teachers, and as rigid Rules ; 
Where Virtue, with a frowning Aſpecs flands, 
And frights the Pupil from its rough Commands. 
But Waman 
© Charming Waman, can true Converts make, 
e loue the Precepts for the Teacher's Jake. 
Firtue in them appears ſo briebt, fo gay, 
Fe bear with Tranſport, and with Pride obey. 


in 


EPILOGUE. 
Spoken by Mr. WIL ks. 


N 70% all depart, -__ his reſpectiqe Way, 

To ſpend an Evening's Chat upon the Play 3 
Some to Alippolito's 3 ane homewcard goes, 

And one, with Irving ſhe, retires to th Roſe: 

The Amorous Pair to all things frank and free, 
Perhaps may ſave the Play, in Number Three. 
The tearing Spark, if Phillis ought gainſays, 

Breaks th Drawer's Head, kicks her, and murders Bars. 
7 Coffee ſome retreat to ſave their Pockets, 

Others more generous damn the Play at Locket's. 
But there, I hope, the Author's Fears are vain. 
Malice ne're ſpoke in generous Champaign 

Vat Poet merits an ignoble Death, 

Who fears to fall aver a brave Monteth. 

Ihe Privilege of Wine wwe only aſh, 

I'll taſte again before you damn the Flaſk. 

Our Author fears not jou; but thoſe he may, 

Mo, in cold Blood, murder a Man in Tea. 

Thoſe Men of Spleen, who fond the World ſhui d knoee it, 
dit dow, and for their T'wo-Pence damn a Peer. 
Their Criticiſm's good, that we can ſay for't. 

Hey underſtand a Play too well to pay fort. 
From Box to Stage, from Stage to Box they run, 
Firſt ſteal the Play, then damn it when they de done. 
But now to know <vhat Fate may us betide, 

Auong our Friends in Cornhill and Cheapſide. 


I : Bo? 


* 6. 


2 EPILOGUE. 
c But bu T think have Bur one Rule for Plays 3 + -— + 
bey ll ſay they're good, if fo the World ſays. 
WF ir boi d pleaſe them, and their Spouſes know it, 
They ftraight enquire what kind of Man's the Poet. 
But from Side-Box wwe dread a fearful Doom, 
All the good natur d Beaux are gone to Rome. 
The Ladies Cenſure I'd almoſt forgot, ph ES 
Then for a Line or two engage their Vote. 
But that wway's old below our Authors Aim, 
No leſs than his whole Play is Compliment to them. 
For their Sales then the Play can't miſs ſucceeding, 
The Criticks may cuant Wit, They have good Breeding. 
They won't, Im ſure, forfeit the Ladies Graces, 
By ſhewing their Il-nature to their Faces. 
Our Buſineſs, with good Manners may be done, 
Flatter us here, and damn us when you're gone. 
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